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Dramatis personam. 



DOMITIAN . 


. Emperor of Rome, 


Salvius 


. A rich Roman, 


Pansa 


. Old officer of the 




armies of Titus, 


KiESO 


. A young noble. 


Davus 


, Slave to Salvius, 


Marcus . 


. A Christian slave 


Chiron 


. Slave-physician. 


LUCIAN 
FULVIUS . 


> Friends of Kaso, 


Spado 




Salvia 


, Daughter of Salvius, 


Chloe 


. Her slave. 


Spuria 


. A lady of Rome, 


Afer 


, Her slave. 



Soldiers, Courtiers, Slaves, People, eti 
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K ^ S O. 

ACT I. 

Scene I. — Tke Roman Forum, People passing to and fro. 

Enter Salvius and Pansa. 

Pansa. 
Command, and be obeyed ! 

Salvius. 

So thou wouldst bid, 
Mindful of disciplined subservience 
Of soldiers to their captain, who would say, 
* Do this 'y and, if a trooper but looked question, 
Could force submission ; but — a daughter, Pansa. 

Pansa. 
Bid thou, and be obeyed ! — 

Salvius. 

But less beloved. 
' Bid ' and * Obey ' are not in our home language. 

I — 2 
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4 KJEISO, 

Pansa. 
She loves him, Salvius, then ? 

Salvius. 

So fear I, friend, 
By test of eyes and ears. She moves no longer 
Freely at ease with him in guileless guise 
As maid with brother ; roses flush and fade, 
Fitfully changing on her fair young cheek, 
At sound of his mere name ; no more her eyes 
With infancy's serene simplicity 
Meet mine, but shift and drop and 

Pansa. 

Aye ; but why 
Shouldst fear ? Is he not young ? bright ? rich ? secure 
In Caesar's favour, for the hour, at least ? 
Methinks there are few fathers here in Rome 
Who would not hail a husband for their girls 
Like Kseso. 

Salvius. 

Few ; yet we fond fathers all 
Think each he loves his darling as none else. 
And mine is more to me than many girls 
To many sires, and I than more to her,— 
Who lost what she ne'er knew, poor little maid, 
Unmothered in dim morning of her day. 
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Pansa, I fear. Grant him young, bright, and brave ; 

But steadfast ? No, nor loyal to the best 

I damn him not for vile, effeminate, 

Though he be seen with — are thy two ears safe ? — 

Them that are both effeminate and vile. 

He smiles, a straight bold lad, with glance of fire, — 

Merriest jest oft lifting the twin tips 

Of lips of laughter, — skilled on training ground 

To ride, or run, or leap, or throw his man. 

Yet seems his not the heart, read I aright, 

For stormless haven of my darling's days. 

He's passing rich, men say ; but this counts little. 

Yestreen he asked my word for their betrothal. 

He urged his suit ; I, Salvia's unripe years ; 

Till importuned, moved, chafed, I broke our talk 

With courteous but unconquerable * No.' 

But yet I fear she loves him. 

Why so moved ? 
Blood flies thy face ; 'tis that old wound. Come, lean 
Hard on thy friend ; 111 lead thee home to rest. 

{Soldiers are seen crossing back of stage with several 
prisoners, and among them Marcus.) 

Pansa, 
Aye, I am sick, and Rome's great state is sick ; 
Lo ! the whole head is sick, the whole heart faint 
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Salvius. 
Thy head ! Thy heart ! I fear me thou'rt sore sick. 
Come home and see my Chiron — a good leech 

Pansa. 
I am not sick thus, friend. But I am troubled. 
Didst mark yon man in bonds ? 

Salvius. 

A sour stern face ; 
Some Christian — Chrestian — how are named the knaves? 
Sad sunless creed, I hear, that dims Jove's day 
Where'er its pestilential vapour rises : 
Did Csesar no worse deeds than damn these dolts 
To tree and tigers, it were well for Caesar. 
Mobs must be merry ; beasts must munch fresh meat. 

Pansa. 

Good friend, thou rail'st at random : — * stem and sour ' ? 

I've known yon man since my old captain Galba 

Cheated men's hopes that he could tame Rome town. 

These eyes have seen that weary woe-worn face, 

That soon will look its last on lower life. 

Flash with enkindlement of lofty lore, 

And fuse hard wills with burning tenderness, 

As glowing charcoal smelts the stubborn ore. 

He brings to mind the greatest of them all. 

'Tis now a lustre of long lustres back, — 
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When Nero burned, and built, and piped, and slew. 

And turned his garden's night to noon with rows 

Of cressets each a Christian all aflame — 

I was told off to see his justice done 

On Paulus, who first fired our folk in Rome 

To welcome his evangel and obey it. 

That eager Hebrew trod six noisy miles 

Of cloud and clatter on the Ostian road 

Between the town and his beheading place, 

A prince of courtesy mid clowns, with eyes 

Lit with such light as may of yore have marked 

Triumphant captains on the Capitol, 

Yet calm as AdriiE^ with no breeze abroad. 

As if to die were thing of every day. 

Yon fellow had the same strange look as Paulus. 

Thanks for thy stay ; I breathe more freely now. 

But will not travel with thee home, — farewell. 

\Exit Pansa. 
Salvius. 
I marvel Pansa was thus moved to see 
One of these new depravers of Olympus 
Go manacled to ward : the caitiff stepped 
Majestically too. But what's this stir ? 
Caesar, by Castor, and his train ; and close 
At Caesar's ear our disappointed wooer. 
Hence ! home I I will not meet him here and thus. 

\Exit 
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{Enter Domitia^, K^so, Court:, etc,^ chatting^ laugh- 
ing. Crowd waved back by slaves, KiESO 
salutes Salvius as he moves off,) 

CiESAR. 

Who passes there ? 

Courtier. 

Old Salvius, my lord, 

CiESAR. 

And why should yon bewintered sage unsmile 
Our sunny Kseso's summer countenance ? 
Hast mortgaged him thy farm in Sicily ? 

Courtier. 
Tis said, my lord, he hath a daughter fair, 
And not less fair for all she may inherit 

CiESAR. 

Well ? Fathers rich with daughters fair look not 
For that alone with stony Gorgon stare. 

Another Courtier. 
Kaeso in love ? with lands or lady, Kaeso ? 

KiESO. 

With both : for lands and lady both are fair. 
I know I love the lands ; and this white hand 
Is not less sweet and soft for what it holds. 



Digitized by 



Google 



K^SO c 

CiESAR. 

She should be thine ; thou knojv'st thp way to win. 

KiESO. 

Aye, and have won so far as counts the keep 
O' the pretty castle of young Salvia's heart. 

CiESAR. 

And is not that enough ? 

KiESO. 

Old SaWus 
Is rich, my lord ; Kseso 

Is poor ; and 'tis the lands 
And gold and slaves poor Kaeso woos ; then take them. 

KiESO. 

How thus, dear lord ? Would kindest Caesar deign 
To urge my suit ? 

CiESAR. 

With Salvius ? Where we ask 
We bid, ahd Caesar will not force a father. 
Our word stands — ^worship every link of law. 
But, Kaeso, mark j who cannot bend may break. 
Saw'st thou, as we came down the sacred way, 
A slave in charge of two quaternions 
Led gyved to gaol ? A Christian infidel. 
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They say their gloomy superstition lurks 
Within my house, as in rude rabble's lair ; 
Ere long I fear to find an ass's head 
High in my chancel for you all to bow to ! 
Nay, laugh not, gentlemen ; to silly stock 
Of braying ass these moping mummers pray. 
Our will is now to scour our city clear 
Of their daft filthiness and stamp them out. 
Salvius is clear of this, of coiurse. Farewell ! 

\Exit CiESAR, linking his arm in another courtiet^s. 

Kjeso. 
Farewell, most excellent and mighty — ^fox ! 
What means he ? Bend I know I cannot ; 
Break can I ? Breaking him, I break his child. 

{Catches sight of Afer lurking about.) 
There^s Spuria's black brat Afer, idle imp, 
Ho ! merry coal-face, what wouldst thou ? Take ; buy 
Sweetmeats or honey, what thou wilt, begone. 
Go tell thy mistress on thy tidings* flash 
Shall follow hard my horse's hoof of thunder. 

[Exit Afer. 
Best face her fury ere time heat it hotter ; 
Maybe shell help untie these tangled toils. 
Women have sharpest sense, and mother-wit 
Comes out in daughters oftener than in sons. 
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She is of Caesar's intimates, and sees 

Sometimes, through eye o' the prince, sights not yet plain 

To crowd of pawns less privileged. 

Would Salvia were more like her ! Salvia lacks 

Her fierce red fire of soul, now glowing deep. 

Resistless though it but engulph to burn, 

Now flashing far afield, in flame of wit, 

Lambent and luminous. But her gray glance 

Strikes fear. The fear in Salvia's presence felt 

Is such as awes man's soul in Vesta's house 

At thought of pureness unapproachable 

And verity unvarnished. What a woman 

These twain, could magic mould them into one ! 

Counsel and quip ; mind more than a mere mirror 

To glance back mockery of what's before it, 

But large to hold, and fertile to create ; 

Invention nimble ; sweep of eye to see. 

With brain to weigh, and sift, and use what's seen ; 

Love like a cushat's ; Vestal chastity ; 

Truth as untrimmed as Cytherea's self, 

When foam waxed warm to more than womanhood ; 

A face's loveliness now all ablaze 

With shifting scintillation that forbids 

Critical measurement of line or tint. 

Now calm as carven stone, but distancing 

Divinest sculptor's fancy of fair form ; 

A hand to hold a leash of leaping steeds 
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Or with light touch to send mysteripus thrill 

Through sage or cynic Yet, it maybe none 

Might woo my monster of superlatives, 

Breathed she elsewhere than in my brain-world t Hence ! 

Will craftier half help Kaeso win the richer ? 



Scene II. — Room in the House ^Spuria. 

(Spuria discovered. Enter Afer.) 

Spuria, 
Speak : thou hast watched him close ? 

Afer. 

Aye, lady, close. 
Spuria. 
'Tis well, sir. Yesterday ? 

Afer. 

I' the afternoon 
He spent two hours at Salvius' house. 

Spuria. 

To-day? 

Afer. 
His varlet Lydus came betimes abroad. 
And said he had a packet to convey 
To Salvia's Chloe. 
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Spuria. 

Well, and Kaeso ? 

Afer. 

Went 
At morning tide to Caesar's palace : then - 

Came out with Caesar. 

Spuria. 
. Well? ■ / 
Afer. 

When Caesar left him 
Afer crept near, and heard him say thy name. 

Spuria. 
Swart imp : an if thou liest thou shalt pay 
With cancelling crimson on thy back's black slab. 

Afer. 
By Jove, 'tis sooth. I heard him call it long 
Since he has been to visit thee. Tis true ! 

Spuria. 
Prove thou true boy, and light shall be thy lot. 

Afer. 
He bade me hasten, heralding himself. 

Spuria. 
Vile brat, this should have been first spoken ! 
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{Slave ushers in K«so.) 

Now fly, lad ! Welcome ; welcome truant back ! 
'Twas told me thou art now of Salvius' household ! 
I thought he would not let thee walk abroad ! 
But thy refreshing countenance proclaims 
This bruited thraldom all a gossips' fable. 

K«so. 
Bright lady mine, I joy to meet thy welcome. 

Spuria, 
And I that thou hast come — at last — to find it. 

K£SO. 

Upbraid not thus a penitent confessed ! 

Spuria. 
How shall I prove the fulness of my pardon ? 

KiEsa 
I come a suitor — supplicating boon 
Which than thyself none else I know can grant 
Better in kind or quantity. 

Spuria. 
Ask on. 
Name me the boon I have and would not give. 

KiESO. 

I labour in a labyrinth, nor catch 
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A clue that may unmaze the mystery. 
Groping, I come to grasp a hand that oft 
Hath pressed responsive proof of love on mine ; 
I need thy guidance and advice. 

Spuria. 

Stay not 
For counsel sweeter. Speak thy suit at once ! 

Kfisa 
Tis counsel that I ask of thea 

Spuria* 

So cold ! 
Hast thou no better, brighter boon to beg? ^ 
Come not as client unto counsellor. 
Or pupil to philosopher, but come 

K^so. 
Give for no golden fee, but for our love. 

Spuria, 
There's thy old self again ! Disclose thy suit 

KiEsa 
Hear me. How poor and noble, I make shift 
To live with my own kind, thou know'st. I know 
Tis poor, not noble, thus to live, as I, 
For poor nobility's poor ways and weeds. 
Losing the nobleness of poverty. 
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I air no super-subtle theories, — 
Still less claim finer majesty of deed. 

Spuria. 
What is all this preamble of fine words ? 

KiESO. 

The wealth! my sires and I have scattered wide 
I seek to wed. 

Spuria. 
Thou lovest Salvius' daughter. 

'KiESO. 

True, I mislike her not ; but were she only 
Old Salvius' daughter, Salvius nothing more 
Than his child's father, due economy 
Would coldly veto any pretty cooing. 
Salvia has never shown mislike of me, 
And there are moments when a little flame 
Fires. the cold cinders of this heart for Salvia. 
* Take her,' says Caesar. 

Spuria. 
Take her, too, say I. 

KiESO. 

Most loyal lady ! Caesar's word is thine. 
But 'tis the sire, who flouts me as unworthy, 
Whose *No' must be transmuted into *Aye' 
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Ere empty Kaeso shine a rich man's heir ! 
'Tis gold and wife together, or no wife ; 
Salvius says neither ; but his word once won, 
Then fortune gilds me doubly. Caesar says 
Bend ; if thou canst not, — Break. But how ? 

Spuria. 

For this 
After some space, thou sitt'st a suitor here. 

KiESO. 

I know thee capable, and count thee kind. 

Spuria. 
Capable, maybe, more than thou wilt guess. 
This riddle tangle's hardly worth unravelling. 
Kill him, and wed the heiress. 

KiESO. 

Dearest lady. 
Be serious. Ah ! to kill him would not help me ; 
For were I to kill him, I kill her too. 
And lose the prize that bids me dare the deed ! 

Spuria. 
Daughters die not so fast for fathers' deaths. 
My father died, — five — no, four years ago ; 
And it would seem that I am yet alive. 

2 
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KiESO. 

Be sage, and find some better policy 
Than vain antidpative parricide ! 

Spuria. 
Art sure of Caesar's favour ? 

KiESO. 

None more sure. 

Spuria. 
How if thou get this father falsely charged 
With crime whereof he's innocent, then sue 
For swift release by Caesar's potent seal ? 
Were he imperilled ? Thou at last disclosed 
At hand in time's nice nick to serve and save ? 

KLflESO. 
I fear to do him harm. 

Spuria, 
But thou must live. 

K^so. 
'Tis hardly yet a choice of life or death. 

Spuria. 
By life I mean soft ease and luxury. 
Call we fixed labour, without leisure, life ? 
As well roll stones or whirl on wheel below 
As overpass the pangs of Sisyphus 
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Or vain Ixion's on this side of Styx. 

Or indigence or toiFs not life, but hell. 

To live is to enjoy, and in our world 

Joy rests on riches. For the poor, to get 

Remains th' arch quest 'twixt swathing bands and shroud. 

Look ! I point finger to a mine of gold ; 

On th' ebb of ease I offer thee high tide 

Of opulence, and wilt thou whimper doubts ? 

KiESO. 

Thy woman's wit has hit the goal ! What crime ? 
Something the charge whereof breeds fear, but far 
From likelihood, that safety may be sure. 
Bind me him tight in bonds of thankfulness 
For rescue from some chillier chains of dread ! 

Spuria. 
Put it we say he is a Christian ? 

KiESO. 

We? 

Spuria. 
Thou, then. The charge has ere now been suggested. 
And ere now folk have disappeared — but he, 
We know, shall re-appear — ^thy friend. 

KiESO. 

Good ! Laugh on. ^ 
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Spuria. 
Laugh on, thou ; thou art the gainer. 

KiESO. 

Good.. Let us get old Salvius haled to bar 

On bubble charge of infidelity ; 

I loose him on my just appeal to Caesar ; 

I woo the girl, — the father's saviour ! 

Sweetest tactician ! this thy stratagem 

Has promise of good issue. I mean well. 

Salvius is clear, of course ; were he not clear, 

'Twere folly all too foul to lay the charge : 

I would not hurt Were he mere mortal, would I 

Delate the maddest mocker of Olympus 

To make beasts* meat for yon fine Flavian show ? 

But Salvia's father ! Gods ! How she doth love him ! 

The sun shone fair that eve on Baise's bay. 

And puffs of scented wind strayed tremulous 

In Salvia's bright tress tendrils, as she watched 

Her father's white-winged galley make the shore. 

Her smile outshining all young summer's sheen ; 

But not dun deafening pall of tempest hid 

The loveliness of land, sea, sky, as swift 

As apprehension's darkening thunder-cloud 

Cloked Salvia's brow, while lightning fires of fear 

Flashed from each straining eye of agony ; 

Hail, spray, and night buried the boat, and when 
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We gazing gasped out " Gone," methought that death 

Had rapt hence child with father, all so cold 

She sudden s crooned to stone. 

She woke to find his hand upon her head, 

And, light sobs fluttering rarer and more rare, 

Smiled back to life again. Would I make real 

That fancied stroke of anguish ? Rather lose — 

Which ? gold or girl ? In truth I hardly know. 

Away I count her chattel of the land; 

With her, meseems, I reckon nought of wealth, 

And in good sooth do Jove herself. But harm 

By no chance can be bred of this bare fright. 

Away to wile old Salvius to my toils 1 

And then, enthroned prince of circumstance, 

We'll rule our realm discreetly and aright 1 

Ten thousand thanks. 

Spuria. 

Dear Kaeso, dream no boon 
Beyond my giving, if 'tis mine to give. 
Now go ; get this good enterprise in train ; 
And Mercury promote its happy issue ! 
Farewell ! 

KiESO. 

Farewell, and to my gratitude 
Ere long, Jove helping, thou shalt add my wife's. 

[Exit 
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Spuria. 
Fool ! to stand here and whine his boyish wail 
For yon weak white-faced puppet ! To stand here, 
Here, in my house, dandling his baby passion, 
Bidding me cry * Sweet,' like young nursing mother 
Gladding old gossips with her new-born brat. 
Well, he's at least unconscious minister 
Of Caesar's counsels of benevolence 
Towards many-acred Salvius ! for long 
Th' imperial acquisitiveness seeks 
Some colourable cloke for transference 
Of wealth too large for individual store 
To uses, doubtless nobler, of the state. 
Methinks our master's mind may count 
On confiscation of the coin he covets ; 
And I may rest, if Kaeso's tale be true 
That Salvia's life is locked up in her father. 
On speedy riddance from a rival's bane. 
Ho ! Afer ! ( Writes on tablets.) To the palace ! Bear 

this quick I 
If the dove dies, can I call back my kestrel ? 
Loathe he my lure and wing his wilful way, 
I'll shoot him as he flies, and impotent 
To win his heart while beating, stop its beat 
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Scene III. — Interior ^^/'Salvius' House, 

( Women spinning. Chloe, Salvia.) 

Salvia. 

Chloe, dost thou love spring or winter best ? 
New-showered meadows dappled all so fair 
With wind-flower and narcissus, and the leaves 
Unsheathing delicate daintiness to greet 
The master sun they have not learnt to fear — 
All make with merry mating birds one hymn 
Of thanks to highest gods, and bid me join them. 

{Enter Slave with letter,) 
Chloe, 'tis his device I See ! Cupid holds 
His finger fixed on lips that pout the lines 
Of his own bow for sign of secret love. 
I wonder what he says. 

Chloe. 
Read then, dear lady. 

Salvia. 
Nay, let me guess, and picture while I guess 
The goodliness of grace that Salvia worships. 
His words to me do music make more true 
Than mated melody of voice and viol, 
Or warbled wailing in Athenian groves ; 
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And I am sure he can write nothing here 

But some fresh phrasing of our love's young song. 

How strong the firm hand that engraved these signs ! 

We women dearly love strong thews of man, 

To ours as granite unto gossamer, 

For only strength to crush us if it liked 

Could so environ us with tenderness. 

And, Chloe, not more pure than Kseso's soul 

Purls mountain rill along its pebbly path. 

When he bids * trust me,' trust needs no such bidding. 

But comes like breath and seeing, all unsought ; 

And I can no more tell thee how I live 

Than how I love. 

Chloe. 
To kiss it will not charm 
Its message out, dear lady. 

Salvia. 

Hush ! I read, 
And shall not tell thee all his pretty words. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

My father's late abroad. 

Chloe. 

'Tis barely yet 
His customary hour. 

Salvia. 
And be he late 
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But such a tiny time of tarrying, 

His fearful Salvia fancies worlds of woe. 

Chloe. 
Himself counts home unhomely when 'tis void 
Of thy bright presence ; so — forgive — ^he saith, 
And twenty times will drop the roll he reads, 
Thou not within, to watch thy coming home. 

Salvia. 
If I be sunshine of my father's day, 
I have a thicker canopy of cloud 
To pierce than yon sun-god must mostly part, 
Ere he illume the landscape, for of late 
My dear sire takes thought more than heretofore. 
And his brow darkens. 

Chloe. 

Aye, but all his face 
Beams joy, as thy dear footfall sounds thee near. 

Salvia. 
Take up thy lute, and sing, girl, till he come. 

(Slave sings^ 
Little laughing lass, 

Kiss him well to-night ; 
Watch thy father pass 
Harnessed for fair fight : 
y Forth he fares to fight for home, 

Fight and fall for Rome I 
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Hold thy husband, wife, 

Tightly heart to heart ; 
War lifts life from life ; 

Soul from soul must part : 
Forth he fares to fight for home 

Fight and fall for Rome ! 

Mother, give thy boy 
Spear and sword and shield ; 

Mark him march with joy 
Out to marshalled field : 

Forth he fares to fight for home, 
Fight and fall for Rome ! 

Women thus of yore 

Loving lavish gave 
Treasure of heart's core, — 

Sire, spouse, son, — to save 
Fatherland and holy home, 

Fatherland of Rome. 

Women I though they fell, 

Count the life not lost ; 
Country is worth well 

AU her wealth hath cost : 
Theirs the honour, yours the guarded home 

Yours our glorious Rome ! 

Salvia. 
Hark ! voices in the vestibule 1 he comes ! 
My father ! quick, girls 1 bid them tend him; — go, 
Serve supper I Hold, — these roses ! Deck the board. 

{Enter Salvius and Attendants,) 
Thrice welcome, father ! Thou art late to-day ! 
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Salvius. 
Bribe for late lagging, to be thus thrice welcome ! 
Thy father, girl, can never be more welcome 
Than eager for sweet welcome home from thee. 

Salvia. 
And what hath kept thee ? 

Salvius. 

Pansa's full discourse 
Doubled a long hour's speed. Then, quit of Pansa, 
On scenting Csesar with his narded train, 
Weighting our simple wind with orient odours ; — 
All independent unanimity ; — 
Not to fall faint of balm and flattery 
I fled among the shops ; and see — to flash 
Its sanguine coruscations on thy neck, 
Like wounded dove's blood on Soracte's snow, — 
Have brought thee this new toy. 

{Slave brings forward casket with necklace,) 

Salvia. 

Dear father mine, 
Thou say'st thy tastes are all simplicity ! 
But thou hast one frugality must curb ; — 
Thy lavish memory of me, when I 
Am not at hand to kiss, and cry withhold ! 
See how the rubies glow ! When thou saw'st Caesar, 
Was anyone with Caesar ? 
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Salvius. 
He alone ! 
Thou wouldst not look for Caesar unattended ! 

Salvia. 

I mean — was 

Salvius. 
I divine thy thoughts. My darling, 
No father can so fix a daughter's thoughts 
As I now prison each wee finger locked 
And linked with mine — nor say to fancy, " Hold, 

Thou shalt not travel thither j" but, my child, 

Thou trustest thy old father, dost thou not ? 

(Enter Davus, who whispers Salvius.) 

Salvia. 
What does he whisper? Tell thy tale aloud. 

Salvius. 
A moment, dear child : bid the supper wait. 
I must go parley in the vestibule 
With some whose errand will not brook delay; 

[Exit 
Salvia. 
Davus, what is it ? 

Davus. 
Madam, I must go. 

[Exit 
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(Salvia paces the room in anxiety for a few minutes.) 
{Re-enter Davus.) 

Salvia. 
Where is my father ? Why returns he not ? 
Why stand'st thou thus with starting eye of fear, 
As if thou saw'st some form I cannot see ? 
Who thus delays thy lord ? Go ; bid him come. 

Davus. 
He comes in but a moment : he hath sent me 
Lest thou be frighted when thou see him led 

Salvia. 
Out ! quick ! Speak, man ! 

Davus. 

By some of Csesar's guards. 

Salvia. 
Why this ? 

Davus. 
He prays thee, madam, thou wilt cast 
All fear of future harm far off; but now. 
From some fond false delation of a crime 
Whereof none doubts he's innocent, he's held 
In a quaternion's custody, with leave 
But for an hour's brief span to bide within, 
And then to prison whence 
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Salvia. 

None e'er go forth. 
Oh, father ! father ! 

{Enter Salvius guarded,) 

Salvius. 

Calm thee, my own child ; 
Methought I could rely on thy high heart. 
Nor veil the worst. True, I am held in bonds ; 
Yet is the charge that hath been brought to Caesar 
Wide of the last landmarks of likelihood. 
Dream not of danger. Had some silly foe, 
Hungry to harm by ill-patch'd tale of guilt, 
Buzzed me through Rome my Salvia's murderer, 
Not thus could falser fantasy of wrong 
Have claimed the answer of indignant right 
Than this. Be comforted. 

Salvia. 

But tell me how 
Runs this wild charge. 

Salvius. 

It hath been told the prince 
By scandal-sower claiming cognizance 
Of privacies where not e'en thou couldst pry, 
I am a Christian. 
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Salvia. 
Christian ? What is that ? 
I never heard the word \ but thou art good, 
And true to Csesar j and thou hast no foes. 
What is a Christian ? 

Salvius. 

Child, — soon I must hence : 
Leave things that are beyond thy ken \ but heed ; 
Call whom thou canst, any our faithfulest 
Kinsfolk and intimates — tell them this chance. 
Bid them help disprove what needs no disproof ; 
Bid them convey assurance where all's sure, 
Both from myself, of fixed fidelity 
To Rome's great gods ; and from my friends that know 
How not a stain of strange philosophies 
Smirches the speckless soul of Salvius. 
I have heard somewhat, somewhat, too, have read 
Of this new lore of Jewry's frenzied folk. 
That welcomes slaves to princes' halls and links 
The hands of empire with the hands of toil. 
I know, and, knowing, I despise. 

Soldier. 

Good sir. 
Pardon, but we must move ; yon sleepy sun 
Drops home to bed, and ere he rest, thy charge 
Must shift from hands to bolts. 
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Salvia (fo Soldier). 

An hour, thou said'st ? 

Soldier. 
Spend all thine hour in baby talk for me. 
I thought thou mightst have mandates for thy men 
Ere thou be gyved. 

Salvius. 

Thanks, sir, 'tis kindly meant. 
But all my thought is only thine, dear child, 
And thy intelligence a match for man's. 
Think now who best 

Salvia. * 
Oh, father, dare I speak ? 

Salvius. 
Speak what ? 

Salvia. 
Who lives so free with Caesar's self 
As he thou banishedst ? breathes not a friend 
So eloquent and winning with his words. 
So skilled to make truth fairer for the telling ; 
So oft a guest of ours till yesterday. 
Knowing and worshipping thy worthiness. 
So good, too 

Salvius. 
Daughter dear, thou seest 
Through young love's brace of bright but blindfold eyes. 
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{Enter Slave who whispers Davus.) 
Davus. 
Thy pardon, sir \ the noble Kgeso asks 
A moments interview : he knows this coil. 

Salvia. 
Oh, father ! 

Salvius. 
Steel thee, child ; I trust thee not 
To him thou trustest, and I charge thee straight. 
When I am haled away to prison, guard thee 
From yielding ought to Kaeso. 

(KiESO thrusts aside Slaves and rushes in,) 
How, sir, here ? 

KiESO. 

Thy pardon, noble Salvius j pardon thou. 
Whose countenance is more than life to me. 
My breaking on you thus : I chanced to see 
These stout men marching to the door, and one 
Revealed their mission. Thus informed, I know 
The ill-forged instrument of calumny 
That locks these manacles. This eve 'tis late. 
To break on Caesar's banquet, did he deign 
To hearken, would but freeze his clemency. 
To-morrow with the dawn my suit is sure. 

Salvia {to Soldier). 
You will wait here ? 
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Soldier. 

Nay, lady, that we cannot. 



We must speed on. 



Salvius. 
Right, daughter ; urge them not 
Salvius will beg no boon, nor likes the suit 
On his behalf of whom he hath rebuffed. 
Now, dear child, bear thee like the maids and dames 
Thou sing's* of in our time-old tales. Be brave. 
Nay, not a tear. There : kiss me, and I go. 

Salvia. 
I cannot let thee go ; take me, men, too. 

Salvius. 
Impossible. Now, sirs, lead on. 

\Exeuni. 
Salvia. 

My father ! 

{Falls forward on table sobbing,) 

EliESO. 

Now, sweet star, shine from out this night of tears. 
Salvia ; look up ! 'tis but a few hours' sorrow ; 
And think when I have won back liberty, 
As win I will, how melted into nought 
Must vanish all his misbelief in me ! 
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Count this dark eve, dear heart, as sunny mom 
Of fresh-sealed love. 

Salvia. 

I ne'er shall see him more. 

KiESO. 

Thoult see him ere yon sun tell his next noon. 

Salvia. 
Kseso ! I cannot doubt, when thou persuadest. 

KiESO. 

Ne'er teacher taught truth further off disproof. 

Salvia. 
Kaeso ! I fain must hope when thou dost promise. 

KiESO. 

Ne'er prophet promised future more secure. 

Salvia. 
I hope it is not wrong to love and trust ! 
Nay, nay ; approach me not. As stream to sea 
My soul flows on to lose itself, and find 
A wider life unbanked, unbarred, in thee. 
Yet while my father suflfers, nor has yet 
Disbanned the bliss he shall be taught to bless, 
Wait for warm love-pledge. All of me is thine. 
Yet could I fail in piety to him, 
And smile away his hour of pain with thee, 

3— « 
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My little all would be less meet for thee. 
To-morrow, Kgeso ! come to-morrow, bringing 
Life, light, and joy again ; be orphanhood 
Passed in a night ! Refathered, I may love. 

Kfiso. 
Thou knoVst too little by what charm of grace 
Thou draVst me near, and hold'st me bound to thee. 
Like storied stream transmuting clay to gold. 
Thy love poured round me metamorphoses 
The meaner me, and makes me worthier thee ; 
Thine count me or to live or die. 

To-morrow ! 
May I hold that dear hand to-night ? 

Salvia. 

To-morrow 1 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. — A room in CiESAR's Palace, 

(DoMiTiAN fl«^ Spado discovered,) 

DOMITIAN. 

Salvius is safe in ward ? Tis well. Methought 
Keen KLaeso would have waited yet awhile 
Ere gulping down the bait. 

Spado. 

Kaeso, my lord ? 

DOMITIAN. 

Aye, Kaeso ; his the damning tablet writ 

With accusation against Salvius. 

He dreams he plays his own good game, not mine, 

And liming, like his kind, himself is limed. 

Spado. 
Sagacious lord ! 

DOMITIAN. 

Mark thou ; amid our mob 
Of morning worshippers he will be here 
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Asking our giace for Salvius, and sure 

To find grace where he carries news of ours. 

Go see. 

\Exit Spado. 
Jove ! what a box of puppet toys 
Rome-town is ! I am tired of playing with them. 
Once I would drill them right and cleanse my camp 
Of crime and carrion, but that pastime palled. 
I'm tired of ruling, mending, mocking, killing. 
Or gnat or noble be it that I kill. 
Who cares for Caesar, but for what he counts 
Caesar's good grace may get him, — gold or place ? 
Manhood is lame with cringing, and its master 
Thirsts for long foregone whet of contradiction. 
Chastity's cheap, and pampered appetite 
Craves zest of some recalcitrant Lucrece, 
While who of old purveyed consent, now search 
Up town and down to find unreadiness. 
This Salvia, Kaeso will not care to wed 
When he shall learn he's docked her of her dower ; 
Shall she be swept with money and with lands 
Into our coffer ? 

(Re-enter Spado.) 

Spado. 
Most prophetic lord, 
He's here, and craves an audience apart. 
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DOMITIAN. 

Who's here ? 

Spado. 
Kaeso, my lord 

Bid him come in. - 
[Exit Spado ; re-enter with Pages ushering in KiEso. 

DOMITIAN. 

Good-day, my Kaeso; what hast thou for Caesar 

To while the weariness of his long hours ? 

A batch of beasts for next mob holiday 

In our new theatre ; or lucent sard 

Incut with cunning craft of Hellene hand ? 

Thou smilest No ? What, then ? How bear our sun 

Thy white-haired sword-players from the northern sea ? 

Ha 1 we remember I sweetest Salvia ! 

How goes thy suit ? Her sire, — is he less sour ? 

KjEso. 
For Salvius, dear lord, is Kaeso here, 
With cheerful certitude of thy kind grace. 
By accusation based on nothingness — 
For envious suspicion could not find 
In the clear soul of noble Salvius 
A shade of shadow of disloyalty 
To Rome's high gods — is Salvius in ward. 
This crimination, damned and damning, writes 
His name among the herd called Christians. 
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'Tis empty, — idle ; Kaeso's honour vouches ; 

As well accuse Domitian's pious self 

Of parricidal treason against Caesar ! 

Grant me his freedom, my kind lord. Not oft 

Hath Kseso sued the Majesty that oft 

Both looks and does so graciously to Kaeso ; 

My word is pledged to Salvias and his child. 

To-day's high noon shall blaze not less serene 

Than joy regilding my sweet lady's home. 

A moment, and I fly to yon cold cave 

Where Salvius waits and hopes, conduct him forth, 

And twixt the clasp'd hands of his child and his 

Find place for this of mine, that saves them both. 

Hailed herald of deliverance, son and husband. 

And hear Domitian's name acclaimed with blessing ! 

Sign me an order for his 

DOMITIAN. 

Dear friend Kaeso, 
For dear thou art indeed to thy dear Caesar, 
We wish thou hadst some other boon to beg ; 
Our town is hot against this Christian crew 
Of sour-faced visionaries ; lords and louts 
For once at one in urging quick sharp stroke 
On necks supporting hydra-heads of hate 
Against the state and commonwealth of Rome. 
Christus, men tell me, dubbed him King of Jews. 
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Kinglets we crown ourselves are ornaments 
Of our own sovereignty, but self-crowned kings 
Are rebels to be rid of. We are seeking 
The kindred of this cross-killed King of Jews 
To honour them with execution too. 

KiESO. 

Believe me Salvius is as clear 



DOMITIAN. 

Art sure 
He's clear ? It passes probability 
For one of Salvius' station to be charged 
And prisoned without ground. We will inquire 
The how and wherefore of the charge. But, Kaeso, 
A word : if Salvius be thus safe in ward, 
Why not take Salvia ? Ha ! 

KiESO. 

Gods ! good my lord, 
I love her. Nay, laugh not, I love her, Caesar ! 
Take her ; her father slain unreconciled ! 
Not thus can Kaeso hope to win her love. 
And when I saw her anguish yester-eve — 
Nay, smile not, sir — I felt I could not brook 
To grieve her shamefast helplessness. 
Nor force what willingness alone makes sweet. 
I love her, and she loves her father with a love 
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Of piety most passionate and pure, 
Unlike the listless loves of these late days. 
Slay him, and we slay her — save him, and she 
Guerdon of gratitude will give 

DOMITIAN. 

Herself? 
We lack capacity to comprehend 
These high heroicals of willingness ; 
And, though we love thee, hold our purpose fixed 
To deal these knaves of Jewry their deserts. 
Now, sir, we go to audience. Ho, there ! 
My robe, my sandals ! 

Kffiso. 

Nay, one word, dear lord. 
Bring I sealed witnessed pledge from Salvius 
Of hate for Christus ; that he'll immolate 
Whole hecatombs, or pour a hogshead out 
To thee, or any name of all Olympus ; 
And I know well he will : thou'lt grant me him ? 

DOMITIAN. 

Friend Kseso, be advised. Be sage. Be still. 
Seal he sworn recantations by the score, 
He yet may be mixed up in these mad crimes. 
We can but say he lives till we may learn. 
Your pardon ; we must pass. 

\Exit CiESAR with train. 
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KiESO. 

Gods high and low ! 
If high or low there be, or heaven or hell, 
Here's hell of horror true enough for me ! 
How weeps she in her lonely orphanhood, 
Forlorn love ! Aye ! my love. 

{Enter Spuria unseen by KiESO.) 

* Seize thou the maid ' 
Bids yon half-mad malignant majesty ? 
I would, could I steal soul and body too ; 
But ere I wronged her, love began to fire 
A blaze of passion for her sweet pure self, 
Tho' dowered only by bare loveliness. 
And now, this stroke of empty treachery struck 
To wed her wealth, not though to wed herself 
Were bribe to buy me, would I do her wrong ! 
True, yesterday I loved the lands, and thought 
To tolerate the little load of wedlock 
Thrown in with acres, chests, and chattels. Now 
Would Heaven that yesterday had never been ! 
Vile yesterday ! To-morrow's fatal father 1 
Oft but for thee thy progeny of days 
Would lengthen out a peaceful pedigree 
Down time's deep slope ! Remorseless yesterday ! 
Thou Tantalus that slayest thy poor child. 
And no one marks the murder till too late ! 
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What slough of horror Spuria's craft hath poured 

Into th' abyss I trusted her to bridge ! 

And could I ever wish my lady like her ? 

So might rude roysterer, 'neath the maiden moon, 

Dazed by deep cups and reek of revelry, 

His eyes retaining yellow dancing glare 

Of garish lamps, coarse travesty of stars. 

Wish night's white lady like a painted jade, 

And rail at purity for being pure ! 

But 'tis no hour to moan and vapour thus. 

Gods saved dismembered Pelops half devoured; 

I, man, will save my half-marred morrow now. 

Shall hell or heaven baulk my Salvia's hope ? 

To-day's the morrow Qf her plighted kiss. 

Her love shall reign more powerful than Caesar. 

Courage ! Jove aiding, we will save him yet ! 

\Exit. 

Spuria (alone). 

Enough. I will not try to lure him back. 
Shall it be snow-cooled Chian, or a scratch 
Of deftly-tinctured dagger ? and how long 
Shall this marked quarry blindly range the chase 
Ere sure shaft stop his joyous gambolling ? 
He shall have law to see the death he's dealt : 

Then — not at once — that were too light a lot 

Shall slowly pine to pallor and the grave. 
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Who rules Rome-town ? Doth Caesar more than I ? 
Neither can quicken corpses. I can doom 
As surely and more quietly than Caesar. 



Scene II. — The Mamertine prison, 

Salvius and Marcus discovered chained. 

Marcus. 
Can Kaeso, think'st thou, move the Emperor ? 

Salvius. 
Win he or fail I reck but little now. 
Dome of despair ! these few black hours IVe spent 
Beneath thy cold and oozy roof of rock 
Have shown me ray of sunlight more serene 
Than ever flashed on Tibur's falls, or lit 
The dancing sea-spray of Neapolis. 
Yes ; marvelled I the while I mocked to note 
What inner force clothed thy wan countenance 
With joyous constancy of holy hope, 
As thou cam'st handcuffed hither. Of late months 
Somewhat of thy faith have I seen — somewhat 
Have read in rolls whose unwrapt mysteries 
Have moved me even while I muttered * mad.' 
All these — God-helped — have piled a pyre, and thou 
Applied the flaming match of kindling soul. 
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Good Marcus, thou hast much to teach me yet ! 

The days, methinks, for this lore will be few : 

And may be sooner than the third once reckoned 

By wisest Socrates — remembering 

How the third day should see Achilles home — 

Through the red gate both thou and I shall reach 

The home thou say'st high and imperishable 

Shines fixed afar for us by our kind king. 

Home, Marcus ! Ah, gods ! Salvia ! Salvia's there ! 

No ; that's my home on the Esquiline, and ' gods !' 

No 'gods' thou bidst believe, but only One. 

If He be Father, loving all his sons 

And proving Love by Love's last sacrifice. 

My love for my own little one is part 

Of His love that encompasseth us both. 

Marcus. 
I have a child, too, Salvius, and long years 
Have waited for the moment which should strip 
Enfranchised spirit of worn weeds of flesh. 
And in the mother city of the saints 
Show me my dear ones. — Miriam I sweet wife ! 
Sold from my side a score of years ago. 
Yet now I feel thy cool soft hand on mine. 
And watch the light in thy deep eyes of truth. 
Or kiss away thy tears. And my boy, Salvius, 
Just ten years old ; ruddy and quick of wit. 



Digitized by 



Google 



KMSO. 47 

Dear legacy of Miriam. One drear day, 

In steaming slave stye, whip lash cracking near, 

He crouched down fevered, calling for his mother 

To give him water : now I hear him call. 

The steward told us off to tasks, and, when 

I craved to tend the child, turned sharp with rough 

* Go without parley. ' Back at eve I found 

The wan limbs cold ; his little hand still tight 

Round a loved toy. He slept the silent sleep. 

And we shall sleep it too. But there's a waking. 

Look, Salvius, there ! 

Salvius. 
What art thou watching, Marcus ? 

Marcus. 
I seem to see them walking down a mead 
Green and begemmed with dancing asphodel; 
Their hands are clasped ; they smile me to approach them ; 
They speak ; I hear no words, but all around 
Float murmurs of melodious minstrelsy 
Of hymns and harp-notes wafted by soft winds. 

Salvius. 
Thou dreamest. Sit, good Marcus. 

Marcus. 

What are dreams, 
And what realities ? dreams oft take form 
In substances humanity can handle — 
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Marble or gold, or e'en mankind's fair flesh ; 
While no more palpable than morning mist 
Realities show shape, but, ere our hands 
Can hold them, vanish — and the world is void. 
Thou'lt think on this may be if thou escape 
By thy friend's ministry or bribe of wealth 
The doom declared for me : nor frown nor smile 
For peril or for pleasure of life's dream : 
Seek thou what is. 

Salvius. 

Escape ! not now, my friend, 
Could Salvius purchase peace with perjury. 
Nor, to buy human grace, forswear the hope 
Hours passed with thee have planted in his soul. 
{Enter Pansa and K«so ushered in by Gaoler.) 

Pansa, 

Now cheer thee, worthy Salvius : not yet 
Hath Kaeso won the liberating sign 
From Caesar, but on sure attested proof 
Of thy unquestioned clearness and abhorrence 
Of all complicity or knowledge even 
Of this conspiracy of godlessness. 
The senate, satisfied of thy whole truth, 
Are pledged to forward thy deliverance. 
There is good hope that all will yet be well, 
And thou at home again with — 
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Salvius. 

Salvia ! 
How goes she? well ? 

Pansa. 
Nay, well thou couldst not wish ; 
Her life's indissolubly locked in thine : 
But knowing thee to be as innocent 
As her white soul itself of this dark stain, 
She droops, yet thrusts away despondency. 
Though noble Kseso hath not yet prevailed 
To write the Emperor first in file to fight 
For thy quick rescue, yet doth she so trust 
Her love, that vowed he posy of bright stars 
For troth-plight gifl, she would with faith expect them. 
Thou, Marcus ! so they've strewn his straw with thine ; 
Thou then canst add thy word, for what 'tis worth, 
That worthy Salvius hath nor part nor lot 
In thy morose, malignant atheism. 

Marcus. 
His faith is firm, I vouch, to what he worships. 

Salvius. 
He never was less atheist than now. 

K^fiso. 
Hail Caesar god ; curse Christus, and 'tis well ! 

4 
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Salvius. 
Hail Caesar ? Aye. Curse Christus ? Hear me, sirs- 

Pansa. 
Nay, first sign this. 

KiESO. 

A solemn document 
Spurning and, contradicting this wild charge, 
And claiming vindication of the State. 

Salvius. 
Mark me, good Kaeso — mark me, true tried friend. 

Pansa. 
The time is short. With gathered evidence 
We go to plead at Caesar's judgment-bar. 

Salvius. 
'Tis vain : now both give heed to weighty word : 
Caesar I hail ; but do not hail him god. 
Curse Christus ! never ! though the doom be death 
Slow torturing with lagging hand of pain. 

KiESO. 
Dear lord, thou art beside thyself. 

Pansa. 

Mad ! Mad ! 

Salvius. 
I cannot say it. 
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Pansa. 

Salvius, thou dost shame me. 
Marcus, thou know'st the secret of my soul — 
Weak hiding of my brotherhood with you. 
But in the face of your calm constancy 
I cannot hide what you are proud to show. 
Go, subterfuges ! go, vain veils of dread ! 
Kaeso, denounce me if thou wilt. 

KiESO. 

Peace ! peace 1 
The world reels round me ! Tis impossible, 
Salvius, in these short moments to have drunk 
So deep a draught of this foul, venom'd cup ! 
This squalid fellow here hath witched him, sir. 
The dreary, dark, ghost-haunted solitude 
Of this damp cave hath shook thy saner mind 
From its firm seat. 

Salvius (to Pansa). 

And thou, too, one of us ! 

KiESO. 

Of us 1 Ye gods, rethrone his fallen sense ! 

(Enter Gaoler and several soldiers,) 

Gaoler, 
Your time is past, sirs. Quick ! the Christians ! 

4—2 
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KiGSO. 

One Christian if thou wilt. 

Salvius {to Gaoler), 

Friend, thou say'st sooth : 
We are both Christian& [Exeunt Pansa oput KiESO. 

Marcus. 
Joy, Salvius ! for this true but coward soul 
Fired with new courage ! thou hast won thy friend ! 

Salvius. 
Strange ! Pansa too a brother ! 

{Enter Gaoler and attendants ; they ga up to Marcus 
and begin to knock off irons,) 

What means this ? 
(Gaoler roughly knocks Marcus from seat and motions 
him to the door,) 

Gaoler. 
Come, get thee up, old cur I 

Marcus. 

Thou partest us ? 
Wherefore ? 

Gaoler. 
Do I know wherefore? His young friend 
Paid me the gold to part you. Lord and slave 
Mate ill e'en in this common vestibule 
O' th' Arena. 
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Salvius. 
Marcus, friend ! thy hand again. 
Oh, could I pay thee all the debt I owe ! 

Gaoler. 
His creditor ; — a slave ! I wonder, then, 
How he can like his company ! 

Salvius. 

Life ! life ! 
Thou'st given me life ! 

Gaoler. 
Till when ? 

Marcus. 

Farewell ! 
Christ guard thee here and ever. 

Salvius. 

Friend, farewell ! 

{^Exeunt Gaoler and Marcus. 

Salvius. 
Would he had stayed by me ! I know me weak 1 
Strong cords of love and luxury of life 
Hale me from happy hopes of this new heaven. 
Back to old ease — old ease known now disease. 
He who hath habited some low hot plain, 
Where choking vapours canopy still pools 
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'Mid high rock walls admitting naught but noon, 
And languid labour scarce feeds folk who see 
Nor gold nor rose of east and west, all born 
To breathe and breed, no more, son after sire, 
Supreme achievement's happy paths unknown, 
Yet pinched with pain of pauperdom, for lack 
Of better heritage that might be theirs \ — 
He who hath dwelt below and then fared up 
To open pasture slope among high hills 
Swept by pure breezes blowing straight from God 
Athwart His altar terraces of snow. 
Making men drunk with sober joyousness — 
Enthusiasts of splendid enterprise, — 
Though many a shape of death in perilous paths 
Dog every patient pilgrim of the highest. 
Can never seek the vale again and call 
The lethargy of brutish leisure ease. 
Thus I who deemed the baser best can never 
Have comfort in old ways ; no, never more, 
Tho' well I know the price. Ah me, my child ! 
There is the wrench, my little Salvia. 

Salvia {who has been let into the dungeon by Gaoler and 
quietly approaches while he is soliloquising). 

Father ! 
Salvius. 
My darling ! How cam'st thou to this sad den ? 
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Salvia. 
Art thou not here ? 

Salvius. 
But how pierce these thick rocks ? 

Salvia. 
Stronger than thunderbolt is gold, dear father ; 
Verse thou oft citest, lesson apt for me ! 
I bribed yon clown with my new carcanet. 
Kaeso has writ this : see — * Wait still at home 
Till the fifth hour; to Caesar's Palace I : 
Hope well' — Dear father, when to all 'tis plain 
This charge is wild, surely thou shalt be free ! 
But see what I have brought. Gold let me in ; 
Gold may draw bolts for thee. 

Salvius. 

My child, heed well 
These words that I shall speak. The charge was wild. 
But were it first urged now, 'twere wild no more. 

Salvia. 
I do not understand. 

Salvius. 
Since yester eve 
I have been prisoned here with a man marked 
By holy sign that seals him Christian. 
He hath spoke burning words, and lit new light 
Within this breast. I am a Christian too. 
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Tho* all unworthy ; were I free to-day 

I should proclaim their creed to all the world. 

And oh, my daughter— thou too 

Salvia. 

Father dear, 
I cannot understand thee. What is this ? 
Thou Christian ! what are Christians ? wild bad folk, 
Have I not heard, who slander gods and men, 
Their own rites stained by unclean cruelties ; 
And thou art good and kind. Oh, come away ! 
I know this warder here will take our bribe — 
Try him. Come home with me. 

Salvius. 

Dear child, not thus 
Can Salvius go forth. The man is sworn 
To my safe charge, nor must we tempt him else. 
Dear daughter mine, only when led to death 
Shall thy sire issue hence. Nay, weep not so : 
Thou wilt unman me, and I need my manhood. 
Not though this frame be mangled limb from limb — 
As like enough it will, — the show is soon — 
Will I, so help me Christus, disavow Him : 
Buying our brothers to forsake their duty 
Is to forsake our Master. 

Salvia. 
Brothers ! Master ! 
Dear father, thou art sick ; come, lean thy head 
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Upon my heart ; nay, let me clasp thee thus 
Close to my bosom. 

Salvius. 
Sick the world may lie, 
But health unknown before this morn is mine. 
Oft in a palace reared like rock on rock, 
Slabbed with far-quarried marble, garlanded 
With freshest flowers and meet for all delight, 
Crouches its owner gnawed and burned with pains ; 
While, hardly heeding his rough hovel's cracks. 
With iron thews and careless heart of health. 
The stout mechanic whistles o'er his work, 
And if a wild wind whirl his roof away 
Stands sturdy still. Rend ye this house of flesh. 
Scatter its morsels wide — shall I be homeless 
For lack of this poor tent ? 

Salvia. 

His mind's astray ! 
Dear father, think of thy poor Salvia ! 
Could we but be once more as was our wont. 
Thou fevered 1 I could cool thy burning brow ; 
Thou vext or weary, I would summon sleep 
With witchery of gittern and soft song. 
Shall I sing now ? My mother's lullaby ? 

Salvius. 
Aye ; sing, girl. At the frowning door of death 
'Twere good to bow to his kind counterfeit 
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Salvia (sings). 

Leave the flock safe in the fold, sleep, 
Leave the bird still on the tree ; 

Kine are called home from the wold, sleep, 
Come to my baby and me ! 

Sentinels wake on the wall, sleep, 

Fishermen wake on the sea ; 
Wassailers wake in the hall, sleep. 

Come to my baby and me. 

Booms the big far-away bell, sleep. 
Bays the big hound to be free ; 

Wails the cold wind on the dell, sleep. 
Come to my baby and me. 

Silent and sweet on the down, sleep. 
Breezes blow fresh from the sea ; 

Hushed is the hum of the town, sleep. 
Come to my baby and me. 

Lilies lie shut on the lake, sleep. 

Daisies are shut on the lea ; 
Baby and I lie awake, sleep. 

Come to my baby and me. 

Come, with thy comfort for all, sleep. 
All that are weary and weep ; 

Ha ! thou hast come at my call, sleep. 
Come, and my baby's asleep I 

(EnUr Pansa, Kjeso, Davus, Soldiers.) 

KiESO. 

Salvia ! thou ! 

Salvia. 
Hush ! he sleeps ! 
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Salvius {luakiftg). 

Thou need'st not speak, 
I know my doom, and now gainsay it not 
Salvia ! sweet daughter, let them lead thee home ; 
To-morrow thou shalt see me here again, 
With our guard's license. Kaeso, watch her well ; 
Thy utmost thou hast done. Nay, cheer thee, friend ; 
Take her cold hand in thine ; shield her young life. 
Striving lest she miss all too miserably — 
For she must miss — her father's tenderness. 

Salvia. 
No love can ever compensate for thine. 
And now thy love's more generous, — embracing 
This new true son as well as thy poor daughter ! 

Salvius. 
Find she in thee most tranquil constancy. 
And patient preference of righteous paths ; 
Desiderating which in thee I met 
Thy long-urged suit with iterated No ! 

KiESO. 

Oh, father — let me call thee father — yet 

I'll save thee, spite of Caesar's majesty ; 

Spite of Rome's populace ; spite of thyself. 

Thou giv'st her to me ? See ! she swoons from life ; 

Bear you her hence, ere consciousness bring back 

Her black reality of anguish. Home ! 
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[Servants bear off Salvia. 

But if thy life and liberty be forfeit 

Past ransom, then let every sharpest pang 

Be softened by assuaging certitude 

That I live but to cherish Salvia. 

I dare not linger. Reverend Salvius, deign, 

Ere I pass hence, if aught in me hath wronged thee. 

To give my vext soul pardon, and so peace. 

Salvius. 
Wronged me ? Nay, Kseso 

KiESO. 

If, 1 say, in aught 
IVe wronged thee, lay thy hand upon my head, 
And whisper ere I quit thee, * I forgive.' 

Salvius. 
Praying * forgive,' to yon Most High, ' my faults,' 
I thus forgive mine enemies. But thou 
Art not an enemy of ours. Good Kgeso, 
Tho' long, thou knowest, my fix't will hath stood 
To stay thy suit to Salvia, — hand on head, 
Thus then, with brimming heart of charity, 
Cry I farewell ! farewell ! 

KiESO. 

Farewell ! farewell ! \Exit 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. — Upper end of Forum. Troops of people going 
to Amphitheatre. 

{Enter Fulvius, Lucian, and others. Spuria in a 
litter.) 

Spuria, 
Hail, Fulvius ! What, Phintias abroad 
Sans Damon ? Where's thy friend ? 

Fulvius. 

Mad, stark mad, Spuria. 
This Salvius, damned to beasts for atheist, 
Is father to his love ; and he's abroad 
With household armed for rescue. 

Spuria. 

Poor fond fool ! 
Say, is he fevered ? sick ? is his face wan ? 
Cloys clammy moisture his hands' loosening grasp ? 

Fulvius. 
Couldst thou dissuade him, Spuria ? He was once 
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Spuria. 
Once is not always. Who can light a fire 
From fuel of cold ashes ? Never count 
On counsel or companionship in act 
From one so weak to hold or warn as I ! 
Why canst not thou control this foolery ? 
Whom ghosts of dead loves cannot scare, may turn 
At lightest touch of reigning playfellow. 

FULVIUS. 

We cannot stop him ; he must rush to ruin. 
Thy retinue is docked to-day. 

Spuria. 

Of what ? 

FULVIUS. 

I miss thy black boy's merry grinning face. 

Spuria. 
False disobedient brat ! by now he's flung 
Far in my new fish-pond, with lump of lead 
Linked to his ankle. 

FULVIUS. 

And for what offence ? 

Spuria. 
The rebel, with black face fast set, refused 
To go an errand and convey a gift — 
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A little dainty I would send to Kaeso ; 
And when I threatened whip for wilfulness, 
Bore forth the jar, and let it drop, and broke it ! 
Soaking the dust with costly wine of Setia. 

FULVIUS. 

A death earned fairly ! Keep the rascals down ! 
Scourge, fork, and brand, we find enough for mine ; 
But then I have no lampreys to preserve. 

Spuria. 
Farewell ! I must on ere the ring be pack'd. 

\Exeunt Spuria and train. Enter ILeso's Slaves. 

First Slave. v^ 

Why are we here ? 

Second Slave. 
To do as we are bid. 

Third Slave. 
Why risk our skins in this mad quarrel ? 

Second Slave. 



Hush! 



You will be crucified for disobeying. 



First Slave. 
And crucified for disobeying not I 
'Tis curse enough to smart for masters* whims, 
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Without the risk of feeding crows aloft, 
For fellow-servants' imbecility. 

Second Slave. 
If you would not have all our tongues torn out, 
Best hold them 1 Silence be my god ! 

First Slave. 

Some day 
Vengeance will flame on these accursed Romans. 
Are we not men ? Drank we not mother's milk ? 

Third Slavk 
They drank our mothers' — theirs was all dried up ; 
But fellow-feeding bred not fellow-feeling. 

First Slave. 
Hast heard that Spuria's Afer 's sunk from sight 
For knowing just too much of ugly deeds 
That even Spuria hides ? 

Second Slave. 

How sunk from sight ? 

Third Slave. 
Drowned in her fish-pond. 

Second Slave. 

Well, Kaeso is kind ; 
I would do for him what I dared and could. 

First Slave. 
We would do for him, if we dared and could. 
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Third Slave. 
Hist ! he is here ; how wan and wild his mien ! 

KiESO. 

Now, hear me, boys ! I count you all true hearts ; 
Mqst are bom ours, and I have known and loved you, 
Some since I crawled, some since yourselves were suckled — 
Lend me your wills — lend me your arms to-day. 
Shortly a good man — sire of her I wed — 
Will go by guarded. When I give the word, 
Rush to his rescue. 

Slaves, 
Aye, sir ; aye, we wilL 

K£S0. 

I ask such service not without reward. 
If Salvius mount unhurt my horse hard by. 
Freedom for every one of you I promise ; 
If haply one fall, freedom for his nearest. 
Now, will ye do your utmost ? 

Slaves (more heartily). 

Aye, sir, aye I 

FULVIUS. 

Madness, dear friend ! as well assail yon rock 
Of Capitol and pluck Jove's self from Rome ! 
Given that thou rescue him from out the troops 

5 
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Encompassing his death-march, art more near 
To saving this doomed renegade ? 

LUCIAN. 

Not a whit 
Kaeso arfH Caesar matched— I stake my stake 
On Caesar. Thou art helpless, Kaeso. 

Knso. 

Back ! 
By every god in heaven we'll venture it ! 
Mad ! I am mad, or, more true, mad I was. 
These hinds are trusty, recking naught of life 
Spent for their master. Giv'n one short hour's start 
Safe will we hide him somewhere. 

FULVIUS. 

One hour's start ! 
Gods ! give thou snatch him from the soldiers' hold- 
A cast that's more than doubtful — he's recaught 
Or ere thou know him free ; and thou or dead . 
Or held secure in ward for Caesar's will. 
Then what of 

KiESO. 

Salvia ! grant she's safe at home 
And knows not of this lightning sentence-flash 
Falling so soon ! I charged them watch her well 
I must go see. 
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LUCIAN. 

The manhood of his mind 
Like nerveless knight dislodged by restive charger 
Swerves from its seat. 

FULVIUS. # 

Now braves he Caesar's self, 
Now in a wink abandons masterless 
His impotent vernacular armament, — 
Poor score of varlets, — thoughtless of the sire 
At hint of pretty Salvia's name, and flees 
To stand between the storm and her sweet weakness. 
LfOok, look ! they come : the swordsmen and the moat 
For yon new cage of howling hungriness. 

(Enter procession of gladiators^ and victims guarded 
by troops, KiESo's slaves stand together, but 
there is no one to order them,) 

Song of the Gladiators. 
Oh, the merry, merry days when we were boys, mates, 

And we romped in the garret or the glade ; 
And we fought our bloody battles with our toys, mates ; 
Flash ! clash ! 
One is up, another down, as out we lash ! 
When we cut us each a lath for a blade. 

Oh, the happy, happy days of our old school, mates. 

When we learned to wield the buckler and the brand ; 
And to give and take a bufifet, and keep cool, mates ; 
Clash ! flash I 
One is up, another down, the' deft his dash I 
Oh, the swordsmen are the happiest in the lan«'. 

5—2 
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Oh, there be that ply the steel because they must, mates, 
Wretched slaves got in warfare, or for gold ; 

But the noblest of us love to cut and thrust, mates ; 
Flash ! clash ! 
One is up, another down, as swift we slash ! 
And we fight because we're all so blithe and bold. 

If we win, then there's the glory and the gain, mates, 

And the favour of the fairest of the ring ; 
If we're killed, then there's an end of every pain, mates ; 
Clash ! flash ! 

One is up, another down, with dripping gash ! 

Oh, who as we so merry while we sing ? 

Oh, the merry, merry morning of the fight, mates \ 
Merry gentles wish us well as we tramp by ; 

Oh, the pretty, pretty blades we keep so bright, mates ; 
Flash ! clash ! 
One is up, another down, with clang and crash I 
Up, and shout hurrah for Caesar ere we die ! 

First Slave. 
Well, whereas the master ? what are we to rescue ? 

Second Slave. 
Our skins, and gratefully slink home again. 

{Enter a closed litter guarded by Davus <z«//^ Salvia's 
slaves,) 

FULVIUS. 

Whither rushed Kaeso ? see, the lady comes ; 
And he hath failed to keep her from the show. 

LUCIAN. 

How can she brook to see her father slain ? 
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FULVIUS. 

Maybe she counts on Caesar's clemency, 
And goes to see her father saved. 

LUCIAN. 

Small hope ! 
His kinsman Clemens on the selfsame charge 
Caesar hath doomed to death : the Consul's wife, 
Infected with like Syrian superstition, 
Pandataria*s islet gaol imprisons ; 
Why should he save this Salvius ; the more 
That Salvius hath wealth worth confiscating ? 

FULVIUS, 

Here in hot haste our frenzied friend returns. 
{Hurriedly enter K«so.) 

KiESO. 

She's gone abroad ; maybe come hitherward. 

Lucius. 
Come ? nay, hath passed ; she but now was borne on 
With this swollen stream within the theatre. 

KiESO. 

And Salvius ? 

Lucius. 
Thou away, they led him in. 
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On ! on ! 

(Enter guards^ pushing all back. Way made for Emperor, 
who nods pleasantly to Kffiso.) 

CiESAR. 

Thou art late, dear Kaeso; haste within. [Exit. 

K^so. 
Now every snake on every fury's head 
Bite all their bitterest in his heart of hearts ; 
Heart ! he has none : a lump chokes his heart's cell — 
Stone hard, yet rotten. 

FULVIUS. 

Hush, sir ! come away ; 
Hot grains of dust, cool fountain-drops, light leaves 
At play r the planes — aye, rare breath of the breeze — 
Are all in pay of Caesar, and will carry 
Thy snarls of treason. Come ! the show begins. 



Scene II.— Corridor in Flavian Amphitheatre. Noise of 
crowd heard from within. Backs of some spectators 
seen. Shouts and cheers and occasional roar of beasts. 
People passing in. Enter Salvia and her train, 

Davus. 
Dear lady, is it not impossible 
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To make thy way among these myriad folk ? 

And, placed at ease there, couldst thou brook to view 

Yon spectacle of crimson agony ? 

We durst not play the rebel to thy word 

To journey hither, but, sweist mistress mine, 

By all thou lov'st, by him brought here to die, 

Mount me thy litter. Hence ! 

Salvia. 

No, Davus ; here 
I stay : and wait to hear, if I may hear it. 
His last farewell sound clear above all sounds — 
It will be mine. 

Davus. 

Hark how they hail hot blood ! 
That chorus'd yell means bitterness of death. 
Swift sword-play glads them now. Oh \ come away, 
Ere fall the stroke thou quailest at. 

Salvia. 

No, here ! 
Here, trusty thrall, as near him as I can — 
Here, wait I. Were I dying, would hot he 
Wait close by me, to tend me with all love, 
To hold this fevered hand in his dear grasp — 
Would he not wail hard by ? Oh, father ! father ! 
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(Enfer K^so.) 

K£SO. 

My Salvia ! thou here ? by all bonds of love 
And duty filial, if in this black time, 
Or bond or duty holds — ^home ! go thou home ; 
This is no place to-day for thy pure grief. 

Salvia. 
Thou saidst that thou couldst save ! 

Kjeso, 

Fond fool ! I've striven ; 

Methought I could move Caesar, but he flung 

My prayers aside like wayside beggar's whine. 

I've bribed the grizzled guards of yon grim gaol 

With coin enough to choke their cave with bronze ; 

I've armed my house, and would have died in arms. 

Fighting — I, Kaeso, against Rome. Oh, trust me. 

What mortal can, I have not left undone ! 

Quick, Salvia ! home ! there let us die together 

By some blest beverage of forgetfulness 

Or friendly point of poniard. Come away ! 

Salvia. 
Forgive if I charge harshly ; do not die ; 
Protect me here, but bid not go away — 
I cannot go. Bide with me. Thou art all 
Left to me now to love, and all that's left 
To love me. Loving thee, too, now I know 
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I have his dying testament of sanction, 

And love the more for that I thus obey. 

He learned to know thee lord of his child's heart 

Ere 'twas too late ; and now I duly hold, 

Thus dear by double law, my self-won prize 

And his appointed legacy, thy love. 

KiESO. 

Heir of his tender care of thy young life, 
Tho' set day's undimmed sun of happiness, 
Be it mine to illumine evening fallen too soon 
With calming glow of quiet tenderness. 
Now let us bear thee quickly far from hence. 

Salvia. 
Oh, ask me not to leave him ! Lives he yet ? 

KiESO (to Davus). 
What goes on in the ring, good man ? Canst see ? 

Davus. 
I'll clamber up and cling while hands will hold 
To yon gilt baluster. {Climbs.) 

A man falls down : 
He lifts poor praying hands to seek for grace, 
But not one thumb is down ! that cheer means gash 
That frees his life-blood. Now they hale from sight 
The carcase of this last-killed combatant, 
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Net still im meshing head and helpless hands. 
I see no fighting forward now ; they strew 
Fresh scarlet sand. The scented conduits fling 
Cool rainbow spray among the heated host. 
Ha ! hear ye ? 'Tis the Hon now. There steps 
Alone across the ring a bald old man. 

Salvia. 
Old man ? 

KiESO. 

Gods, I must force thee forth ! 

Davus. 

He holds 
Twin hands clasped close together. 

Salvia. 

Is it he ? 

Davus. 
No ! no ! I know him not. The light falls through 
A chink in th' awning on his face ; he smiles, 
And streaming sunshine bathes him all in gold. 
Who calls him ? Like one greeting some friend near, 
He lifts his arm and tranquilly moves on. 

{Shouts of mob heard: * The Christian to the Lions 1 to the 
Lions the Christian P Roaring of beasts heard,) 

Ha ! well now leaps the lion ! he is down ! 
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The big beast carries him across the sand. 

I hold no longer. {More shouting of mob heard,) 

KiESO. 
Ask who comes forth next. 
(Davus, who has dropped^ speaks to spectator^ and turns 
to KiESO, covering his face with his hands,) 

Salvia. 
I understand. He means 'tis his turn now. 
Gods ! Did ye hear ? That was his voice ! I heard 
(Falls sobbing into KiESo's arms^ who motions to maids 
and slaves to come and help him bear Salvia away,) 

KiESO. 

Now must we do thee tenderest violence, 

Thou poor crushed heart, and carry thee from hence. 

{Noiseof shouts from the Arena, Enter Domitian's 
train and courtiers^ bowing before him^ and 
then the Emperor himself with Spuria. 
KiESO puts Salvia among her own people,) 

CiESAR. 

Hail, dearest Kgeso ! we for this one noon 
Have seen enough of our good Roman play, 
And yon stout sailors' canvas dome scarce keeps 
Our majesty but reasonably cool. 

Spuria. 
Thou'rt pale and quakest ; Fm afraid thou'rt sick; 
'Tis well our master here doth let his lieges 
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Quit the hot ring at will. Stifled and scorched, 
Victims ourselves, we leave the joyous show. 
Two infidels just crunched ! No room for thee ! 
And yet thou lookest still more faint than we. 

CiESAR. 

These Christians make our Libyan brutes brave meat. 

Thy first shaft*shot at Salvius clean clove 

Truth's goal. — Denouncing him thou didst Rome service. 

Damned Christian by thy charge, he hailed the name ; 

And when we had refused thy suit, we learned 

The caitiff owned thy righteous accusation. 

My Lord, we bid you sup with us to-night. 

(Salvia has been listenings and as CiESAR turns to go 
bursts out from her people and turns to KiESO.) 

Salvia. 
Thou ! thou denounce him ! Say it is a lie. 

K^.so. 

I swear 

Salvia. 
Stop ! All thy face is changed. Thou ! thou ! 
'Tis true ! I read it in thy shifting eye — 
Writ on thy face's chalky tablet plain. 

KiESO. 

How knows he it was I denounced thy father ? 
I swear I have done all man could to save him. 
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Salvia. 
Kaeso, I trusted all my life to thee : 
Thou wast my young god, more to me than Jove 
Or Roman Juno. Thou hast emptied heaven. 
What hast thou done ? Why turn thee thus away ? 
What more mad murders art thou muttering ? 
Yes, thou hast murdered him and murdered me. 
Go ! do not touch me ! Let me die alone. 

K^so. 
Could my own life have saved him, it was his ; 
I did but think to drown his heat of hate 
In floods of gratitude. I meant — ah, gods ! 
What mocks man sorest is what he has meant ! 

Salvia. 
Thou, thou, my love ; it cannot be, dear Kgeso ; 
Give me thy hand ; that bad man spoke not truth. 
Hush, love 1 say nothing — thou didst not denounce him. 
Thou art his friend, and he will give thee thanks. 
Woe's me ! he's dead — my father ! and 'tis thou 
Hast slain him. Go for ever ! 

KiESO. 

Ah, she falls ! 
Sweet soul, I've slain her too. 

Davus. 

My lordj she swoons ! 
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She's dead. 

Davus. 
Nay, nay. Young life fights harder, sir, 
To save itself. She will riebreathe ere long. 
But hist ! Didst mark how Caesar faring forth, 
Waving white flashing fingers towards our maid, 
Taught one of his sleek-visaged satellites 
Dark lesson, foul maybe and dangerous ? 
She has no father now to watch and guard her ; 
We must away and hide her. 

K/KSO. 

Where ? 

Davus. 

At home. 

KiESO. 

No safety there. 

Davus. 
Where else ? at least at home 
We slaves are many, and all are true to death. 

KiESO. 

There first then ! While that wilier brute of prey 
Outfeasts the day, we may have time to plot 
In white conspiracy to save. 
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Davus. 

Back ! sir ! 
Follow thou not with us. 

KiESO. 

Dost thou mistrust ? 

Davus.. 
Naught. But thy coming will but serve to draw 
The evil eye of curiosity. 
Approach the villa by the postern : there 
Knock thrice, thus. Back the door shall swing for thee. 
On, men! 

KiESO. 

Gods guard thee right : guard thou her well ! 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

What is there left for Kaeso but to die ? 

What left ? — sad Salvia's left. Can I redeem 

All my lost days by saving Salvia ? 

Cool head to counsel, and firm hand to act, 

We need ; yet throbs my brow like battered gate 

Of town beleaguered, and these fingers quiver 

As though on stupid toper's palsied hand. 

Three fires are feeding on my vitals — one 

Of love, of fever one, one of chagrin. 

How have I thought to guard my days from pain. 

Drain the full cup of delicate delights, 
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And savour perfume of voluptuous ease, 

With just enough of high philosophy 

To spur a languid interest in research, 

Without enlisting me in rugged quests, 

Or chilling joy with cold appeals of conscience ! 

And what is left me now but disappointment ? 

How swathing thus my coward skin from scratch 

Of work or war, in idle industry 

Of quoit and foil, and rapid rush of limb 

On stream and steed, and all our playground prowess, 

Am I not really minion of unmanliness, 

Helpless as cripple in the day of doing. 

Not only impotent to shield, but tripping 

And dragging down whom I would die to save ? 

But would I die ? What is to die, I wonder? 

And what makes death worth dying ? Marcus knew, 

And taught the lesson unto Salvius. 

Were it not well in some cool windless haven. 

Beyond life's heat and baffling storms, to gaze 

Back on the pain of fall and failure, — back 

On agonizing wrench of cruel death. 

As who escaping slow from pale disease, 

Or nursed to vigour after wound in war, 

Lies on his couch, and toys with memories 

Of anguish sweet to think on^ for the thought 

That all is over, and distress a dream ? 

For pain of body leaves no sting behind : 
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'Tis pain of mind that pains on unassuaged. 

The pain of wrong unhindered, or deed done 

That not Omnipotence can e'er undo : 

This, as we grow more wise to know the right, 

And better, loving what we wisely know. 

Is pain beyond most potent panacea. 

Mine this, whatever or wherever I ! 

Take warning, all ye purblind fools who dream 

To scale white hills by filthy paths and win 

Pure coronal of patient enterprise 

By slower speed of simple subtilty ! 

Fate, like the netman of the sword-show game, 

Meshes me helpless in still tightening toils. 

Minded to conquer circumstance by craft 

That hope styled gallant stratagem, I find 

My free self tyrant circumstance's thrall. 

And beaten know my baseness. 

Can we save 
The daughter, tho* for her I've slain the sire ? 
Could I but save her, lighter were the load 
Of yon poor mangled corpse upon my shoulders — 
Lighter, though she for all long time to come 
Be never wife of mine, nor ever hold 
My boys to drink in virtue at her breast ! 
That never can be now : no — never, never ; 
She would feel fierce fangs in their little lips ; 

6 
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Their tiny pink-tipped fingers, lifted up, 
Would threaten blow of monster's mighty paw, 
Claw-armed to kill ; her yearning love for them 
Could but recall her father's love for her, 
And all the sweets of motherhood turn sour 
At thought of this black day, and all its woe ! 
But have I strength to save her, not for me ? 
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Scene I. — Atrium ^Salvia's house. Night-lamp burn- 
ing, Davus and several women before Salvia's cubicle, 

(Enter Pansa with Chiron.) 

Pansa. 
How fares she now ? 

Davus. 
Scarce easier, we fear. 

Pansa. 
Has her poor wandering mind come back ? 

Davus. 

Not yet. 
Hush ! you may hear her cry : one while she wails 
For something she has lost, she says, and then 
Will prattle on in piteous confidence 
Of ready answer and sure sympathy 
From Salvius. 

Chiron. 
May I pass within ? 

6—2 
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Davus. 

This way. 
\Exit into chamber Chiron, 
(Enter Slave, who approaches Davus.) 

Slave. 
There's knocking at the postern. 

Davus. 

Is't the sign ? 
Slave. 
Aye. 

Davus. 
Open then. \Exit Slave. 

Tis time she were moved hence ; 
But how to move her now ! 

(Enter KiESO.) 

KiESO. 

Well ? Speak ! What news ? 
How is thy mistress ? 

Davus. 
Mind and memory 
Are ousted from their realm by frenzied dreams ! 

KiESO. 

Thank we the gods ! She broods not on her woe. 
Were she brought home to reason ! I must hence, 
Nor dare I multiply her misery, . • • 
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Recalling Caesar's wicked word of charge. 
Good Pansa, hast thou heard the dreaded danger ? 
Lest robbers from the Prince's palace steal 
This priceless legacy of our dead friend ? 
What wouldst advise ? At Ostia lies my barge; 
Make we with straining oarage for the south 
And garrison my upland Samnite grange ? 

{Enter Chiron.) 

Chiron. 
The hapless maid is calmer : she hath drunk 
A poppied potion, minister of peace, 
And sleeps so pale and placid, one might veil 
Her marble meekness for the pyre, nor meet 
With challenge of her breathing breath of life. 
Until to-morrow, sirs, good-night. 

DaVUS <7«^KiES0. 

Good-night. 
Davus. 
Thou'rt known and wilt be followed, sir ; best bide 
Here in the open noon and noise of Rome ; 
Pretend thou hast no clue to our retreat 
And seek'st one. 

KiESO. 

Bide, and Salvia far away ! 
Nay ! les^ resistless cables drag dry keel 
To seaward in young Spring than Salvia me, 
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Forth to the sunny ocean of her love. 
1 travel with you. 

Davus. 
Bringing peril on us ? 

KiESO. 

But I can better guide and guard your train. 

Pansa. 

Methinks this true man's counsel is the safer. 
Once know her safe away, and further covered 
By cloke of time that may dull Caesar's quest, 
Then seek and woo again with fresher hope. 
Time often closes gaping wounds of grief. 

KiESO. 

I yield so far as this night's journey : take 
This signet to the captain of my bark. 
He's sworn to do the will of him who bears it. 
Once fairly started, send it back to me ; 
I will despatch some messenger by road 
' To have all ready at the villa. Pansa, — 
And thou true servitor of this lone maid 
Believe no word of Kaeso but this one. 
That Salvia's welfare's light and life to him. 

(Starts to go forth. Is met by Slave, who enters 

hurriedly,) 

Slave. 
The garden is begirt by Caesar's guards : 
They close upon the house 
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Pansa. 

So soon ! 

KiESO. 

Arm ! arm ! 

Davus. 
For helpless handful meeting many foes 
The only arms worth taking up are two — 
Craft or submission : which are we to wield ? 

KiESO. 

The body that first blackens this pure threshold 
Carries the blot no further. 

Davus. 

And what then^? 

KiESO. 
Peace, man ! they come 1 

{Enter^ beating back slaves, two of CiESAR^s soldiers 
with Spado and slaves,) 

Strike ! Who will, strike with me ? 
(KjESO and few slaves fight ; several fall — among 
them KiESO drops his sword, wounded,) 

Spado. 
Now, fellows, what a foolish fuss is here 1 
Thy pardon, sir ; I hope thou be not hurt. 
The Emperor gave orders if perchance 
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Thou shouldst withstand his destined courtesy 

To her he deigns to welcome honoured guest 

Within the palace, to assert his will 

With due observance of exact respect 

For his good friend. He missed thee at his table. 

Now let me speak with Lady Salvia. 

Pansa. 

Speak : 
And tell great Caesar what thou'st seen and heard. 

{Curtain before Salvia's chamber drawn ; discloses 
Salvia laid on bed as for funeral,) 

Spado. 
Dead! 

Pansa. 
Dead? 

KiESO. 

Fell furies ! I have slain my love ! 

Spado. 
If thou didst slay her, thou must answer it. 

Pansa. 
Wilt carry this cold corpse to Caesar's bower ? 
See how the fair warm flush hath faded fast 
To this wan rigour of eternal winter. 
Mark how the little lifted hand like lead 
Drops numb and nerveless on her maiden bier.j 
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Spado. 
Burn ye your carrion. We must e'en tell Caesar 
An Emperor of yet more mighty hosts than his 
Has stepped between him and his pretty prize, 
And borne it out of reach. Most noble sir, 
Thy double hurt we hope will soon be healed. 
And thou be whole again of arm and heart. \ExiU 

Pansa. 
Lay thy hand here, good Kseso ; feel the wrist 
Still feebly pulsating with throb of life. 
Mark the bright mirror that I hold above 
Her parted lips. Though not a ripple of breath 
Heave her pure breast, yet this faint flickering cloud 
Gives back the lie to yon retreating churl. 
She is not yet or Death's or Caesar's thrall : 
Save we her still ! 

KiESO. 

From Prince's courtesies 
To save her dead or living, all the stream 
Whose thin red rivulet has run to-night 
Is hers : but from that stronger despot's touch 
Methought had claimed her for his shadowy realm 
Do we aright to rescue her, and break 
Her restful slumber of forgetfulness ? 
She sleeps, nor suffers : wake her ; 'tis to woe. 
Man's kind friend sleep is too oft scared by pain, 
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But when he scouts the scare, comes thrice a friend. 
And his more dread twin brother's yet more kind, 
Prolonging sweet forgetfulness for ever : 
Let her sleep on. 

Pansa. 
But if she wake, and here ; 
And if it's noised abroad that this said death 
Was but life's current dammed a while ? — If Caesar— 



KiESO. 

Whither then, Pansa ? Counsel now thy best 

Pansa. 
What if I trust thee? 

KiESO. 

Trust me not a jot ! 
I only vow, what strength is left to me 
Of brain and arm, — and of the latter now 
Yon carl's keen point hath left me almost none, — 
Is thine and hers. 

Pansa. 
Thou heard'st me in the cell 
Confess me, though in coward secrecy. 
Of this sworn brotherhood. We have blind haunts 
And hiding-holes from eye of hurt and malice. 
Convey we but our Salvia in her trance 
To one of these unknown retreats of saints. 
And she is safe. 
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KiESO. 

i Then bear her quickly thither ! 

Tell me or tell me not thy secret clue. 
And when she wakes, as wake she must, to grief, 
Name not my name ; 'tis linked with agony, 
And will but make her night of sadness blacker. 
But tell me, Pansa, hast thou gold ? Not long 
Will Salvia's gear be left unconfiscate. 
Poor Salvia — poor of fatherhood, and poor 
Of lands and money, poor of this poor heart 
Which not thine wholly when thou held'st it thine, 
Now that thou hold'st it false, is wholly true. 
Pansa, what's mine is thine for her ; spare not 
Davus will lend me arm-prop home ? Somewhat 
I faint from this skin-scratch, though deftly bound. 
Good-night, my love ! Sleep a long night of peace. 
Pillowed on merciful oblivion's down ; 
Secure of frighting dreams that day may scatter 
Only to fashion of their filmy fragments 
Realities more hard and frightful. Sleep ; 
Sleep as thou farest through the silent streets ; 
Sleep till thou reach this secret sleeping-place — 
Spellbound, and holding every arm at bay ; 
While the chaste Lady of the eternal hearth 
Watches thy slumber ! Sleep, my love ; good-night ! 
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Scene II. — Exterior of Salvius' villa by night. Spuria 
discovered. 

Spuria. 
Dead ! and so soon ! I reckoned orphanhood 
A slower poison. And I poison him ! 
Alive she wielded spell of sorceress. 
Befooling him to false fidelity 
To schoolgirl graces ! Dead : then Kseso's free ; 
But I have slain him. Can I win him back ? 
Twere not too late for antidote to halt 
Hell-draught's invasion, and within his veins 
Undo the doom of Spado's poisoned blade. 
Could I unslay him, saved from her for me ! 
His never was the heart for Salvia's hold ; 
E'en when her hand was warm with life and love, 
He must have soon tired of the baby touch ; 
And need I dread a corpse's rivalry ? 
He Cometh ! 

{Enter KiESO and Davus, who are passing, without seeing 
Spuria.) 

Spuria. 
Kaeso ! 

KiESO. 

Hist ! who calls ? 
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Spuria. 

Tis I. 
I, Kaeso. 

KiESO. 

Thou here ! 

Spuria. 

Why not here ? I came 
Myself to learn of Salvia, and am told 
She's dead. 

KiESO. 

And this is thy discreet contrivance — 
Good issue of felicitous device ? 

Spuria. 
Thou vouchedst for Domitian's countenance. 

KiESO. 

Didst thou not know I vouched for vanity ? 

Spuria. 
I scarce can see thy face, but what I see 
Chills me with coldness colder than the night's. 
Send this man out of earshot — I would speak 
To thee alone. 

KiESO. 

Leave us a moment, Davus. 

Spuria. 
A moment ! wilt thou not return with me ? 
O Kaeso, well I wot thy mind of me 1 
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Thou art half whelmed beneath this wave of woe 
And blinded by gray sorrow's driving surf, 
Canst not distinguish friend and enemy. 
Give me but time to prove. 

KiESO. 

Thou'rt right ; I grieve : 
This cut smarts, and 

Spuria. 

He's fainting ! — Lean on me 

KiESO. 

Take thanks ! the fresh and dewy night revives me. 
I must go homeward. Davus ! 

Spuria. 

Hush ! not yet. 
Thou'rt ill, dear K8eso,,and the damps I see 
About thy brow are not of wound nor dew. 
See — take this flask ! 'tis sovereign remedy ; 
I had it of a learned leech of Greece ; 
Drink half in wine to-night : the rest to-morrow. 

KiESO. 

My sickness is too sore for chemistry; 

Nor salve nor philtre can mend broken hearts. 

Spuria. 
Come with me ; Kseso, trust me. I can heal thee. 
Drink this ; thy boiling blood shall flow once more 
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With sober heat of health : the load shall lift 
From thy pressed brain. 

KiESO. 

No. I mislike thy medicines. 

Spuria. 
Thou'st let it fall ! Tis spilt upon the ground. 

KiESO. 

Elixir spilt can never be reflasked ; 
So hath the essence of my happiness 
Soaked in the barren dust of disappointment. 
Woman, there stands 'twixt me and thee a wall 
Of hard square facts mortared with cold suspicion 
That grows still harder. Go thou on thy way. 
Davus ! 

Spuria. 

Go then. Thou know'st not what thou'st lost. 

KiESO. 

Ah me ! thou canst not know what I have lost ! 
As little canst thou know what yet is left ! — 

\Exeunt KiESO and Davus. 

Spuria. 
Go fool ! Go wrestle with Decay to get 
Thy dainty bride ! He*ll tell thee thou art marked 
For the stern ferryman's next batch for hell ! 
Welcome to traveller parched by weary way, 
Bubbles by moss and fern the mountain beck ; 
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Welcome to feaster's fevered palate comes 
Cool frosted chalice of snow-tempered wine ; 
Sweet to worn soldier home at last from war 
Taste the dear long-despaired-of lips of love ; 
But not so sweet as vengeance. To have suffered 
Keen agony of unrequited passion, 
Nay, smart of contumely paid back for worship, 
And make the scomer suffer, — this is sweet : 

This slakes the soul's worst thirst — this 

Kseso ! Kaeso ! 
Couldst thou but know what thou art casting from thee I 
Who says revenge is sweet ? It is a lie ! 
E*en when we hate, the doing harm for harm 
Serves but to liken us to that we hate. 
And make us hate ourselves. And when we love, 
Oh, then with gall of threefold bitterness 
Revenge is bitter. What sweet hath life now ? 
Avenged, I agonize. Best perish too ! 
The antidote is spilt ; but of the bane 
Enough is left for me. Can this be Spuria, 
Who once scorned all the world but her own will ? 
O Kaeso, how I love thee I Yet I kill thee. 
Take, Anteros, this splendid sacrifice ! 
Vindicate all my unrequited yearning ; 
Thou and thy brother be my great twin-gods. 
My gods they have been, and have had in me 
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Full undivided devotee. And now ? 

Hark ! From yon dirty garret wails the cry 

Of infant hungry for the evening meal 

Which some wife-drudge brings brimming. in a breast 

Elate with wholesome rapture ; such delight 

Is not for me, though kings obey my beck. 

I wager she would willingly lie down 

And die, to buy her wailing weakling life. 

I know the love compelling me to kill ; 

That other love compelling e*en to die — 

Is it a better love ? Too late — too late ! 



Scene III. — A chamber in the Catacombs, Salvia lying 
on a couch ; Chloe and Pansa. A hymn is heard sung 
in a neighbouring chapel. 

Hail, Christus, crowned Almighty King ! 

We wait in woe Thy promised sign ; 
Grim death bites home, though spoiled of sting, 
The grave appals, though victory's Thine. 
In hour of doubt and loss 
We hail the holy cross, 
And bend our wills before Thy will Divine. 

Great Soldier, smite the fiend of fear, 

Strengthen Thou stronger than the strong. 

Once Thou didst weep ; wipe every tear ; 

Help, Sufferer, all that suffer wrong ! 

In hour of grief and shame 

We hymn Thy sacred Name, 

And from the depths uplift our loyal song. 
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(Salvia wakes.") 

Salvia. 
Where am I ? Chloe ! 

Chloe. 
Mistress, I am here. 

Salvia. 
Dear girl, methinks I am but half awake. 
Strange dreams have troubled me the livelong night ; 
And till the customary kindliness 
Of thy familiar features clove the mists 
Of mingled miseries that hung around, 
Methought I lay in some unwonted spot 
Encompassed with black memories. Come hither ; 
Touch me, dear Chloe ; what means this warm drop 
Falling on my cold hand ? why weepest thou ? 
Ah ! I remember ; all is coming back. 
Why have you left me in this wicked place ? 
Harsh in my tortured ear yet hungry roars 
Of that dread lion ring, and fiercer still 
The roar of multitudes all mad for blood ; 
Yet even in this huge ring of death, methought 
Attuned minstrelsy of peaceful praise 
Flowed o'er the packed arena's howl and hum 
And drowned them. Chloe, I am stronger now ; 
Let us go hence. Call Davus and the rest. 
Chloe, I doubt me if I yet can walk ; 
Davus and thou must carry thy poor mistress. 
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Chloe. 
Sweet lady mine, sink back upon thy bed ; 
Thou must not give thy limbs unkind commands, 
Will bidding more than willingness can do. 

Salvia. 
Chloe, where am I ? I am waking wider ; 
This little cell is not the corridor 
Where I fell fainting. Where is Kaeso ? Gods ! 
The wicked world is growing clear again, 
And I recall the fulness of my woe. 
My father's dead, and I heard Caesar say, 
And Caesar should say sooth, why should he not ? 
Some one denounced him ; who denounced him, Chloe? 
Kaeso is traitor, — oh, my loved lost love ! 

Pansa. 

Dear child, thou art with friends, and safe from search ; 

Here in these mazy miles of sunless streets. 

Lined right and left with silent cemeteries, 

Each shut with monumental stone, where dust 

Of saints asleep lies waiting the loud blare 

Of Angels' waking clarions, none can come 

Without the secret of conducting cord 

Here in our narrow temple would thy sire, 

Had but his mortal tabernacle of flesh 

Lived out th' accustomed span of green old age. 

Have washed its stains to whiteness in our rite 

7 — 2 
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Of sworn enlistment ; now true hands have picked 
His poor marred body from th' ensanguined sand, 
And fast by where thou sleepest, he sleeps too. 

Salvia. 
Sleep ? Will he wake soon ? Ah ! thou fearst to tell ! 
But I remember all now. He is dead, 
He never will awake ; I nevermore 
Shall kiss his brow again. Due ceremony 
Shall see his ashes safe inurned within 
Our grandsires' tomb-house. Then will his ghost flit 
Passionless shadow on the shadowy shore ? 
Or is the last faint sob of life the cry 
That marks a soul's birth into nothingness ? 
Or if not, tell me, Pansa : dost thou thiok 
The gods, like Caesar, will be angry with him 
Because he called himself by this strange name 
Of Christian ? Sometimes he would sadly smile 
If I did question him of Tartarus, 
Its wheel, and stone, and snakes, and grisly forms, 
And tell me these where nurses' tales for babes. 
I hope the ghost gods will not vex his shade. 
Is it not very cold ? I am so tired. 

Pansa. 
She sleeps again. Think'st thou she may recover ? 
Oh that she might be welcomed one of us, 
And washed in water, as her sire in blood. 
Join him in Paradise ! 
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Chloe. 
Hush ! hush ! she sleeps, 

(Salvia asleep calls * Father ! father /') 
Dear lamb, and dreams about the dead, and seems 
To hold the old familiar talk of home. 
Ah me ! 'Tis what I've heard her father call 
Dream of the ivory gate ! For nevermore 
Will she hear ' daughter ' in his voice of love ! 

Pansa. 
Thy gates of ivory and horn are dreams — 
Void both alike. But through the gates of pearl 
Set in the golden city's jasper wall, 
Love mounts in prayer, and falls in benediction, 

Chloe. 
His riddles must not make my fingers idle ! 
Spin thou fine words, but let me brew the broth. 

(Tends the fire and looks to cooking,) 

Pansa. 
His was a stronger soul than mine, and sprang 
Like sudden seedling burgeoning to bear 
Her grain-crop in a single night, while I, 
With all my head convinced, have not had heart 
To stand confessing and confessed to men. 
'Twere proper tribute to his sacrifice. 
In memory of faithful martyrdom. 
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To save his child from vain idolatry 
And seal her Christ's and his for ever. 

Salvia (faintly), 

Chloe ! 

Chloe. 
Dear child ! 

Salvia. 
Is our friend Pansa here ? 

Pansa. 

Aye ; here. 

Salvia. 
I have had such a pretty dream. I saw 
My father just as when he was alive, 
Walking to meet me in a garden, cool 
With shifting shadows, and fresh fountain rain, 
And gay with the flowers I love, but all more fair. 
His face beamed happiness, but his kind eyes 
Gazed past roe into vastness far beyond. 
* Father,' I cried, * dost not thou see me ? me ! 
Salvia ! thy child ! Oh, look on me again !' 
And then he looked on me, his countenance 
Not smiling, but at peace, and full of love. 
And I said, * Father, may I walk with thee?' 
But he, * A little while : forgiven thou. 
Forgive.' I stretched out both my thirsty arms 
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To hold me to his heart, but woke. And, lo ! 

It was a dream. What think'st thou he could mean ? 

* A little while ' ? He said I am forgiven ; 

I know not wherefore. I have done no wrong. 

* Forgive'? Forgive whom ? None hath ever wronged me. 
Ah me ! Yes, there is one hath done me wrong ; 

I never can forgive him. Never : nor could' bear 
The smart his sight must give these tear-stained eyes. 
Promise he never shall come near me more 1 

Chloe. 
Never, if thou forbid. But were he false, 
'Twas faithful falsehood fighting unto wounds. 
To strive as he for both thy sire and thee. 

Salvia. 
Wounded ! is Kaeso wounded, and for me ? 

Pansa. 
How know we he was false ? weVe known him true. 

Salvia. 
I know him false. 

Pansa. 
How, beyond Caesar's word? 

Salvia. 
I read it in his face. But wounded is he ? 
Sore ? think you he will die ? 
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Pansa. 

The hurt's but light. 

Salvia. 
Once he did love me, and 'tis hard to guess 
How he could hate my father ; or if hating, 
How he could suffer hate to conquer love. 
I think it was not good of me to love him, — 
Crossing my father's will ; but that last word 
Bidding 'forgive,' I may obey. Now — soon, — 
May I tell Kaeso I forgive him ? 

Chloe. 

Years 
Are thine to tell him in^no need of haste. 

Salvia. 
Couldst find him, Pansa ? 

Pansa. 

'Twill set throbbing quick 
Thy fevered pulses. 

Salvia. 
Wilt thou find him, Pansa ? 

Pansa (to Chloe). 
He waits not far ; I gave him trysting-spot. 
Whence we could swiftly summon him at need. 
She frets for him, and we must try to calm her. 
'Tis ours to soothe her soul and still its storm. 
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For tranquil oarage of the healing wings 

Of Time, sole healer of sore wounds of heart. 

Chloe. 

Fetch Kseso. 

Salvia. 

Chloe ! stand not so far off; 

Come hither, Chloe ; I have often chid thee, 

And out of poor impatience caused thee pain : 

Never remember pinch and petulance 

When Salvia lies a tiny pile of dust. 

Since I first crawled thou hast been fond and true. 

And borne with baby wrath and sullen freaks ; 

All wilful waywardness and frowns forgive. 

Chloe. 

I forgive thee, dear lady ! 

Salvia. 

Hush ! he said, 
* Forgiven, forgive.' 

(Hymn heard again from church ;) 

To no false god or lord we bow, 

Thy trusty bondsmen, bond or free. 
Faithful to pay our plighted vow, 
From fire or fang or fatal tree ; 
In hour of pain and death, 
Take back Thy gift of breath 
And us to larger life and love in Thee ! 

Hark ! hark ! they sing again. 
I cannot mate the sounds and words, but sweet 
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Steals o'er my sense their chanted anodyne, 
And wafts my weary spirit out of pain. 
^\Tiat is that footstep ? 

Chloe. 

I can hear no step. 

Salvia. 
Hark 1 clearer ! Chloe ; well I ken its sound, 
And oft have hailed love's footfall from afar : 
'Tis his ! 

Chloe. 
I hear naught. 

Salvia. 
Hist! 

(Enter Pansa cautiously.) 

Pansa. 

May we come in ? 

Salvia. 
I hear you both. Come hither both to me. 
Look up, dear love ! Hide not thy face from me. 
Methinks thou hadst no mind to hurt us, Kseso. 
Nay, speak not, for my strength hath ebbed astray, 
And, this word spoken, I would sleep awhile. 
I've seen my father since we parted last. 
Nay, start not ! and he said, * Forgiven, forgive ' — 
* Forgive,' he said. To wait till health come back 
Would be too long. Then let me push away 
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Those tangled curls from thy clear brow, as once, 
And see thy face, and lay my hand on thine — 
Dear hand, it was not wont to burn so hot — 
And whisper, I forgive — forgive. Dear love ! 
How wan thy mien ! thou shakest, thou art sick : 
Does thy wound hurt thee ? 

KiESO. 

'Tis naught but a scratch ; 
Nothing but cloudlet speck on summer sky, 
In thy warm love's restoring sunshine. Thus 
Pillow thy head on my fond breast, and let me 
Cheer thee to health again. 

Salvia. 

Kaeso, they say 
The dead are but thin ghosts, nor warmed as we 
With glow of mutual love-fire ; but a voice 
Has seemed to reach me from far spectral strand, 
Across th' unlovely river, that the love 
I knew in my own father cannot fade 
To mere cold memory, but somewhere away. 
Not narrowed to his own fond heart, but vaster, 
Lives still about him as about us all. 
If that love be, it cannot be alone, 
But, as it quickened, so doth save us all 
For very love of having us to love. 
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And maybe when again I hear him speak, 
He may tell wherefore he was haled to death. 
And I with clearer ears, — (I am so tired, 
I cannot hear the music ; sing they still ?) — 
May learn what word it was that he refused 
To unsay, though the saying cost him life. 
My love has killed my &ther ! No, he lives. 
He is not killed. Kaeso would do no hurt — 



{Falls back fainting, KiESO, thinking her dead, 
begins to pluck bandages off his arm.) 

Pansa. 

Hold, thou mad mourner ! wouldst thou slaying self, 
Set an eternal wall 'twixt thee and her ? 

K^so. 
Back ! stay me not ! these life-blood dams plucked off, 
Let the red stream flow free, and me faint back 
To nothingness I White flower of maidenhood, 
Thou gone, this air's no longer tolerable. 
Nay : let me die. 

Pansa. 
Aid, Chloe ! close this gash. 
Nor let this 'scaped ill-tempered current float 
Dear life away. 

K/ESO. 

Dear life ? what life so dear. 
As here with this sweet hand in mine to die? 
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How cruel are you, thus to stay my will 
In my weak helplessness ! And if ye balk me 
Now, while my strength is feebleness, pale Death 
Has many various doors to his wide realm. 

Chloe. 
Now let me weep the sweetest maid of all 
That ever lived, and loved, and died. My child ! 
Vain man ! Tis thou hast slain her ! Die ; — for me ! 

KiESO. 

Most true ! 'Tis I that slew, and I will die. 

Salvia. 
Kseso ! 



Chloe. 



Great gods I 



KiESO. 

Thou breathest yet, my love ! 

Salvia. 
Kseso, thou must not die ; live on for me. 
So long as life is thine. Have I thy word ? 

KiESO. 

Live on for thee ! Aye, if thou still dost live. 
Twas deeming thee dead, I would fain die too. 
For where thou art, there would I ever be. 
And if but shadow thou, then shadow 1 
Would float, if haply both might blend in one. 
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Salvia. 
I pass away : but do thou bide awhile, 
Till some hand not thine own shall free thy soul 
How know'st thou but there's work to do for Rome ? 
Rob not thy mother of a son's due service. 
Wouldst thou with battle in array against thee, 
Disnerve the hand that holds the arrow true, 
Or drain some beaker brimming sottish sleep ? 
No, Kaeso, that red blood is not thine own, 
Nor mine : 'tis Fatherland's, to boil with heat 
Of passion in redressing wrong, or drop 
Curdling to earth, last gift of sacrifice. 
Give me thy hand in pledge that I may rest 
Secure of thy being near me ! Dear, dear hand ! 
Ssty 'tis thy hand, and let me hear thy voice, 
Though I can no more feed my sight on thee. 

{Hymn again .) 

Father ! Thy chastened children cry ; 

Look, Lord ! Thy brothers lie distrest ; 
Spirit of comfort ! hover nigh ; 

O hear and save us, God thrice blest ! 
In hour of dread and doom 
Shine through the gathering gloom, 
And take Thy weary people home to rest ! 

What are they singing ? Who are they that sing ? 

I heard of * weary people home to rest,' 

And * Father ' — that is a good word. Dear father ! 
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Why have you moved the lamp ? Kiss me, dear Kseso. 
Good-night ! Kind sleep is coming nearer. Hark ! 
I hear the music now ! 'Tis sweet ! 'Tis near ! 
'Tis louder. Hark ! hark ! Ah ! my father ! father ! 

{Dies) 
Pansa. 
Father, receive her soul and count it Thine ; 
Oh, rest she, for her Lord's sake, in the Lord 1 
Kaeso, thy white face publishes thy grief; 
Thou faintest : woe and wound are leagued to hurt. 

KiESO. 

For hours have weariness and weekness whelmed me, — 

Yet broken by hot gusts of fever. Then 

The care of all this coil, topped by my wound. 

Hath struck me lower. But 'tis naught, 'twill pass ; 

Nothing grave ails ; and now my reverence 

For this my dear dead love shall breathe new force 

In each poor drooping limb, and bid me live 

As she would have me. Pardon, gentle sir, 

This flitting feebleness. 

Pansa. 

Now lay thee down 
And rest a space. 

KiESO. 

Then let me rest me here. 
Still holding this dear hand, not yet quite cold. 
'Tis nothing ! 
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(Hymn again :) 

Christus ! Thou comest strong to save ; 

To break the chains of every thrall ; 

To raise Thy ransomed from the grave, 

And disanul our nature's fall. 

Dawns on our aching sight 

Thy day of life and light, 

When everlasting Love is all in all. 

Hark ! the song chimes out again ! 
What are they singing ? 

Pansa. 

'Tis a holy song. 
Would that our mysteries were known to thee, 
Not as new whet for curiosity, 
But precious lore of faithful neophyte ! 
Maybe the day shall come when thou shalt know. 

KiESO. 

Maybe. Hush ! Hear'st thou that pure strain of peace? 

Pansa. 
Repose thee. 

KiESO. 

'Tis her voice ! I hear her sing — 
Clearer than all the rest ! 

* * * * 

Far ! far away ! 

(Vies.) 



1 
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Pansa. 
Oh, world of woe ! Oh, wrong that should be righted ! 
Were life but this poor fluttering vanishing vapour, — 
Riddle insoluble, and mockery 
Most ugly, torturing, and horrible ! 
Were all hope bounded by the bars of breath, 
Read boundless misery in that short word Man ! 
Here, Chaos, — ebb and flow of good and bad. 
And maddening medley of mean rivalries, 
Fats fields with blood, and deadens hearts with doubts 
Of any lasting use in usefulness. 
For us rests — each to play the man for Truth 
And Right, and all the best we see ; appraising, 
As I, ashamed, at its own worthlessness, 
Our own weak failure to wed faith and act. 
The end and answer shines serene elsewhere, 
Beyond the golden pathway of the sun. 



THE END. 



Elliot Stock, Paternoster Row, London. 
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